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FOREWORD

All of this book except the last three chapters and the Appendix appeared serially in “The
Wisconsin Magazine of History,” beginning in September 1930, and continued through
nine successive issues of that quarterly. The work was undertaken at the suggestion of
Dr. Joseph Schafer, Superintendent of the Wisconsin Historical Society and Editor of the
magazine, who, under date of April 3, 1928, wrote me as follows:
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On account of your long experience in educational work in this state you are in a better
situation than any one else whose name now occurs to me to present a narrative which
shall be of special value to the future historian of Wisconsin Education during the last

half century. Of course, | am not suggesting that your narrative should confine itself to
educational matters. What | should like is the general story of your life, with emphasis
upon any points which remain in your memory as particularly interesting or vital: pioneer
conditions in Kenosha County, social life in county and town, the influence of local leaders,
the effect of legislation as it was felt in a local way, educational and otherwise.

“These suggest only a few of the ideas which will throng upon your mind when you begin
to write. Inasmuch, however, as your professional career had been educational and has
covered practically a complete round of public school education in this State, | would
expect that you would devote more time and space to that subject than to probably all
others.”

Some serious deliberation on my part ensued. What were my resources that warranted
success in such an undertaking? Ideas “thronged upon my mind” before | began to

write: was this the purpose for which | had saved all that material now filling a large trunk
and a capacious box kept for years in storage? Was that miscellaneous collection, that
“impedimenta” troublesome to myself and others, and surely vi “weighty” at moving times
—to be put to use? What am | keeping this for? | had on such occasions asked myself.
“What do you expect to do with all that stuff?” others had asked. | couldn't tell, but I knew
that my feelings concerning it had kept me from destroying it, or disposing of it, as | had
done with most of my books. Now the alchemy of a new purpose suddenly transformed
that “stuff” into “source material.” | saw my way clear to do what Dr. Schafer had proposed,
and wrote him to that effect.

In that collection there were pamphlets and reports of my own compiling, and notebooks of
lecture outlines dating back to Normal School teaching days; there was a bundle of diaries
which, while it didn't contain all that | had written of that sort of thing, might contribute
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something to the new project; there were albums and some of the photographs in them
were labeled with names and dates, thanks be! There were letter files of carefully selected
correspondence about public services of one sort or another; and scrap books, together
with other collections of clipping, somewhat related to, and covering, successive periods
of my work. The fact that these clippings began, after awhile, to be dated and thus given
some historical value, causes me to think that my husband had taught me the importance
of such dating, without which, from the historical point of view, most clippings are but
waste paper. Such was the yield, by the old trunk, to my “stock in trade” for the new
venture.

There was another item that might be usable in part. | had begun to write a family history,
designed only for the descendents of Andrew and Caroline Davison, the first chapter of
which was completed; and there was a note book containing incidents and stories to be
used in that history. Much of this came from my eldest sister, Ida, whose memory retained
reminiscences of events related by our parents, as well vii as clear pictures of those of her
own childhood and youth; but much in it was unsuited to my new purposes.

It was a year and a half before | settled down to serious work on these “Memoirs”; but |
had been thinking about it. Ida, then past eighty years of age, was living with a niece in
Evanston, Ill. Her health had begun to decline, but her mind was clear and vigorous. When
| visited her, | took occasion to have her review some of the more important incidents and
reminiscences that seemed appropriately usable. Sometimes it was a hazy remembrance
of one of my own childhood experiences that needed clearing up by a new recital by

her, as that of the accident to our father; and, by way of further illustration, I will mention
another one, which seems to have been my earliest recollection connected with the Civil
War. It led me to ask her this question—"Did it actually happen that a troop of soldiers
came riding into our farm yard at night fall, and asked to be fed and housed?” “Yes, it was
so, but some of them were ‘barned’ instead of ‘housed’ for there wasn't room elsewhere
for them.” And then would follow an account of the circumstances that caused these men
on their way from Camp Randall at Madison to Camp Douglas, Chicago, to lose their
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way and visit our home. She remembered some of their names and the conversation that
took place between the soldiers and my brothers, and knew the fate of their leader. Her
memory was replete with incidents of that period, one of which of a peculiarly personal and
original character is related near the close of Chapter III.

When drawing upon the source material described, it has been quite a problem to
decide just what to use. Adherance to the original suggestion of having these “Memoirs”
contributory to the educational history of Wisconsin, through the limited range of my own
associations and observations, has kept me from including many personal incidents viii
of other than an educational bearing, which to the general reader might have been more
interesting; while it has caused me to include matter of a statistical character that would
not have been included in another sort of an autobiography.

If it should be thought that | have extended to too great a length the account of my last
eleven years of public service, this explanation is offered of that prolonged account, which
extends three chapters (16, 17, and 18) beyond the limit fixed by the Magazine: After
closing my work in the office of Superintendent of Schools in 1921, some of my women
friends, variously located in administrative positions, urged me to write an account of my
experiences in an office which so few women have been privileged to occupy. These
friends professed to be interested in knowing just how the woman's point of view would
influence procedures and processes in such an important field of educational service.
Before hearing from Dr. Schafer, | had given considerable thought to doing as these
friends had suggested. These chapters contain accounts of what seemed to be the most
important of those undertakings and experiences.

Without the installment plan of carrying out this project, it is doubtful if | could have
completed it even by this time, two and a half years after it was started, for other interests
and other duties of either a public or a private nature have claimed some attention. The
doling out of my contributions to the Magazine every three months has enabled me to
meet my schedule, although it has not conduced to balance in the whole. Towards the
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end, as will be seen, a sufficient momentum was gained to carry me beyond the narrative
relating to my public school work into an account of the years since that work closed—the
“Appendix.”

Thanks are due from me to Dr. Schafer for his confidence in my ability to do what he
wanted done, as expressed in the letter quoted—the initial step in this undertaking; and ix
to him, therefore, is due a share of the credit, or the blame—according to the judgment of
readers—for this result, which is my first attempt at authorship on so large a scale. | feel
very sure that he, like myself, had no idea when the start was made that the associational
mechanism, once set in operation would weave so long a fabric.

| wish also to express my thanks to a few readers of the Magazine who from time to time
have sent me encouraging words of appreciation. These kind messages always caused
me to wonder if there were many others who agreed with the writers of them.

Since every day spent in teaching children and youth, or in helping others to do so, is
seen now to have been an enlarging experience, | am grateful to every community—small
and large, near or far in time or place—and chiefly in Wisconsin—that offered me the
opportunity to serve in the former or the latter capacity. First among these is my home city,
Kenosha, and next is Stevens Point.

Mary Davison Bradford Kenosha, Oct. 10, 1932.
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CHAPTER I A PIONEER FAMILY OF PARIS, KENOSHA COUNTY

My father, Andrew Jackson Davison, was a pioneer settler of Kenosha County. He was
born in Norwich, Chenango County, New York, November 13, 1814, the youngest of a
family of six sons of George W. and Mary Carter Davison, originally from Connecticut. He
was a man of high grade of intellect but with meagre schooling, having been obliged at an
early age to earn his living by engaging in occupations which, to us, seem anything but
light. He was always a reader, and having an excellent memory became a well-informed

man.
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As a young man Andrew J. Davison worked during the winter seasons in Buffalo or
elsewhere East at his trade, that of shoemaker; in summer he “followed the lakes”
between Buffalo and Chicago. His brothers, William, John, and Cordillo of Buffalo were
lake captains, as was also B. F. Davison, who lived in Chicago, at the western end of
the traffic route. An item of family history often repeated and believed to be true is that
William Davison's vessel was the first to carry a load of wheat from Chicago down the
lakes. Lighters were used to transport the grain from shore to vessel.

After experiencing great dangers and hardships, Andrew decided to give up sailing,

and to engage in a less hazardous business,—that of farming in the West. Sometime

in the spring or fall of 1839, he landed from his brother John's 2 vessel in Chicago. He
had read in eastern papers about lllinois and Wisconsin land and if, at the time, he was
undecided as to whether lllinois or Wisconsin would be his future home, observations
about Chicago soon settled this question. It was swampy and malarial there, and he used
often to declare, when relating this experience, that with the money he carried for his
prospective land purchase, he could have bought in the vicinity of Chicago much more
land than he bought in Wisconsin.

By means of a rowboat he was taken up the Chicago River through the swamp covering
much of the site of the present great city, and was landed at a point from which a wagon
road running northward could be easily reached. From the fall of 1836, a weekly stage
had been running over the Milwaukee Road between Chicago and Milwaukee;1 but either
this wasn't stage day, or the traveler preferred to walk. With a carpetbag in hand or on a
stick over his shoulder, he was soon started toward his destination,—Milwaukee, and the
Government Land Office there.

1 A wagon road from Chicago had been opened in 1885 as far as Milwaukee. See Joseph
Schafer, Four Wisconsin Counties, 64.

On that long walk of over eighty miles, the first house seen was Peter Martin's tavern on
the Town Line, afterward the Plank Road, three miles west of Southport. After dinner he
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pushed on to Ives’ Grove in Racine County. A heavy rain came on and he was wet to

the skin when he got to the tavern there. He never told the story of that journey without
expressing gratitude to the tavern keepers, man and wife, for the hospitality shown for the
loan of clothing while his own was being dried, for excellent food, and a comfortable bed.
In the morning he continued his journey and reached Milwaukee early in the forenoon. At
the Government Land Office he selected two quarter sections of land in Racine County,
Kenosha County having not then been set off as a 3 separate political unit. In making his
selection, he probably had the help of the surveyors’ descriptions, available for settlers.2

2 Ibid., 54.

The reputation of this section of Wisconsin as one of the richest and most favored
agricultural regions of the West, coupled with the government price of ten shillings ($1.25)
an acre, had created a great demand for farms here. The young man sensed the situation
and felt sure that delay would be dangerous to his interests. So he set out as soon as
possible on his tramp of thirty miles or so for the inspection of the two pieces he had
selected, his course lying in a southerly direction from Milwaukee.

The first piece examined had the desired conditions: timber for fences and for buildings,
some raw prairie land “needing only the service of a breaking team to turn the sod, in order
to be ready for the seed; bur oak groves near open spaces as sites for homes, no clearing
being needed.” West of it was a wide stretch of marsh land, part of the Des Plaines River
basin, into which this piece of land drained.

He knew that this land was what he wanted. He was anxious to have the business
clinched, and hurried back to Milwaukee, paid his $200, got his papers, and the northeast
guarter of section 11 of the town of Paris became the property of Andrew J. Davison.3 And
it was well that he acted promptly for as he left the Government Office, he passed another
claimant for the same piece of land who had just arrived on horseback. This good piece of
business completed, he started without delay for Buffalo, on a vessel that happened
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3 The preémption receipt given A. J. Davison at Milwaukee at the time of purchase was
No. 5476. The entry of this at Milwaukee bears the date of Sept, 28, 1889.

The land patent was issued to A. J. Davison by the General Land Office in Washington
under date of Mar. 3, 1848, signed by Pres. Tyler. It was received for record in Kenosha,
June 9, 1854.

4 to be in Milwaukee harbor, shipping as “a hand before the mast’—a phrase that used to
puzzle my young mind.

He came back in the fall of that year and arranged with Hiram Ball, who kept a tavern

at Kellogg's Corners and with whom he had stopped, to do the things required of new
settlers by the rules of the Settlers’ Association of Milwaukee. These rules specified that
the claimant of a quarter section should have at least three acres plowed and under
cultivation within the first six months, and at the end of a year have either a house built
or an additional three acres plowed.4 Having paid Mr. Ball for the anticipated service, he
went back to Buffalo to earn for his enterprise more money at his trade—a very useful
trade at a time when all foot-gear was made by hand. His wages were eighteen shilling a
week!

4 Summary of these rules given in Schafer, Four Wisconsin Counties, 69-70.

When Andrew came back the next time, he found that nothing had been done of the work
promised, so he determined to stay and attend to it himself. While a hired man was doing
the plowing, he cut the trees and split the rails for a stake and rider fence. Whether this
species of fence was the same as the zig-zag rail fence, | do not know. But the account
of these early experiences always included the making of “the stake and rider fence” and
impressed me as a special sort of achievement.

Several seasons went by with the alternations of shoemaking and sailing, with trips up into
the country to see his land while the vessel on which he worked was being unloaded and
loaded at Chicago. But slow as progress was, Andrew's purpose to establish a home on
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his farm never weakened. Instead of that, it was quickened and strengthened; for a certain
handsome, black-eyed young woman, whom he had met in Buffalo, and whom he hoped
to win as his wife, had made it very plain to him that she would not marry a sailor. Her

Copy of mural painting in Kenosha County Courthouse, made from an old sketch that
belonged to Zalmon G. Simmons, Sr. It was on such a wharf as the one pictured in the
foreground that Caroline G. Davidson landed in 1848 as a bride

5 older sister, Mary, was the wife of Captain John Davison, Andrew's older brother, already
mentioned, and Caroline had seen her sister and other sailors’ wives walk the floor night
after night, too anxious to sleep, when a bad storm imperiled the lives of their loved ones
somewhere on the Great Lakes. She determined that that should not be her fate.

So when Andrew came back to Wisconsin later, he was actuated by a new and absorbing
purpose—that of preparing the logs for the construction of a house to which to bring the
young woman who had promised to leave the comfortable, well-equipped home of her
parents in Chautaugua County, New York, to share with him the life of a new settler in
the distant West. The site selected for this house was near the south limit of the farm and
today is that of the home of the present owner of that quarter section.

On May 23, 1843, Andrew Jackson Davison and Caroline Garnsey Wagoner were
married. Soon after this event, leaving his bride at her father's home, the groom came
West to further the work of preparation for her arrival.

In late summer she came by the Lakes and landed at Kenosha, then Southport. A pier
had been constructed in 1842. Thus she escaped the experience of being transported
ashore in a scow that had been kept at the harbor for landing goods and passengers.5
For some reason her husband could not meet her, but a neighbor delegated to do this
was there. Caroline came with considerable baggage. Her well-to-do father had equipped
her with an abundant stock of household articles, among which were a number of warm,
hand-spun-and-home-woven, blue-and-white or red-and-white plaid woolen blankets;—
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precious heirlooms, such as are left of them, of her children today. The boxes were 5 The
first boat landed at this newly constructed pier on Apr. 20, 1842. Wallace Mygatt, “First
Settlement of Kenosha,” Wisconsin Historical Collections, iii, 395-420. 6 placed in storage
at Southport to await later transportation, and she, with trunk and bandbox started on

her ten-mile ride across the prairie in an ox-drawn lumber wagon. That interesting trunk
contained, among other things, three silk dresses, her last for many years!

They followed a trail running northwesterly from Southport. She often told us children

of that first ride. She couldn't see from the wagon over the top of the grass, and not a
habitation came to view. We know that Somers had a number of homes by 1843, for since
the first white man came in 1835, this township, located near the Lake and the port, had
been settled rapidly; but the tall grass hid everything.

A few years ago when searching through an old file of the Southport Telegraph for data
pertaining to a question that then interested me, | found an article written by an early
settler who came to Wisconsin the year before my father did. | copied this paragraph as it
expressed what my father and mother probably saw then. The writer said:

| first saw the prairies of Wisconsin in the Spring of 1838, and reveled among the flowers
in youthful glee. | saw an immensity of acres, untilled and luxurious, with the wildest, tallest
grass, only awaiting the arrival of the plow to make them what they have since become,
—a certain source of wealth to thousands, and the grain fields of the world. | found the
people few and scattered, but not so rude in their minds and habits as one might suppose,
save an exceptional case.

Carl Sandburg tells in The Prairie Years of the removal of the Lincoln family from Indiana
to Macon County, lllinais, in 1829;6 and, although his account is characteristically
embellished with fine imagery, it expresses in substance what my mother told us.
Sandburg says:
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Grass stood up six and eight feet; men and horses and cattle were lost to sight in it; so
tough were the grass-roots that timber could not get roothold in it; the grass seemed to be
saying to the trees, ‘You shall 6 Carl Sandburg, Prairie Years, 105. 7 not cross’; turf and
sky had a new way of saying, ‘We are here—who are you?’ to the ox-wagon gang hunting
a new home.

In 1843, my mother was one of the “ox-wagon gang” and was seeing the same conditions
that Sandburg describes.

For some reason there had been a delay in getting doors and windows for the new log
house and for awhile blankets were put up to cover the openings. To the newcomer these
seemed but slight protection when the terrifying howling of wolves was heard at night.
Their nearest neighbor in 1843 was at Kellogg's Corners, two and a half miles away.

Another story which she often told us, with never-lessening effect, was about an old
Indian, who used to borrow father's gun. Once he came when father was away, and the
young wife was terribly scared. She was afraid to refuse him the gun and powderhorn,
for she didn't know what he might do after he got it. But nothing happened, and mother
ceased to be alarmed by these visits. She told of a friendly exchange she was able to
make, he bringing her game, and she giving him some salt pork, which he seemed to
greatly prize.

My elder brother was born in this log house, January 23, 1845. He was called Cordillo, a
family name. On August 20, 1846, a daughter was born, and was named Ida. At the time
of this writing, April, 1930, she is living, and will be frequently mentioned in these annals.
Her remarkably clear and accurate memory of names, dates, and events has been a great
help to the writer, born ten years later than she; in fact, the account of the early days in
home and school is in substance hers.
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She remembers the plan of the first home. It stood some distance back from the road, on
a slight rise of ground. The front of the house was east, and the one door and a window
were on that side. These opened into the living room, which extended across the house,
and had also a west window. Off 8 of this room on the north was one bed room with a
closet, also a pantry. The loft which was used as a sleeping room was reached by a
ladder in the southeast corner of the living room. Under the large bed was a trundle-bed,
pulled out at night, in which the children slept. Later, as the family increased, this bed
accommodated four children, two at the head and two at the foot.

This seems an appropriate place to tell of an event which, while it nearly deprived the
family of this “mainstay” as she afterwards became, seems to have sufficient bearing upon
the conditions of those early times to warrant its recital.

In the summer of 1847, mother, in poor health and very homesick, went with her two
babies to visit her old home, taking as usual the water route. She staid a year and then
father, who had visited his family once or twice during this time, went East to bring her
back. The return trip was made on a propeller bound for Chicago. It was a very rough
passage and lda, then about two years of age, was taken very sick. The parents, alarmed
and anxious, persuaded the captain to put them ashore at Southport instead of carrying
them on to Chicago. But the conditions for landing were bad. A strong east wind was
blowing and the waves were high, which made the approach to the dock very dangerous.
The passengers had to be ready to jump at just the right moment. Undoubtedly my father's
sailing experience was very useful in this emergency. He jumped first with the older child
in his arms. Mother handed the sick baby to a passenger to hold while she made her
jump. This she did successfully. Just at that moment a great wave threatened to crash
the steamer against the dock, and the order to back her was given. Imagine the horror

of the mother when the boat began to move away, and the space widened over the

water between her and the child. “Throw her” was father's peremptory order and over the
dangerous space the bundle 9 was tossed and safely caught in his arms. It was all over in
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less time than it has taken to tell it, but mother did not soon recover from the shock. She
rarely alluded to it and then always with emotion. It was a dreadful memory.

Father had rented the south eighty acres with the log house to a newly arrived immigrant
from England. While mother was in the East, he prepared for the erection of a new frame
house on the north eighty. Since it was not ready for occupancy at the time of her return,
the family settled down at Southport and lived there until the spring of 1849. Father found
ready employment, as he had the previous winter, with F. W. Lyman, who had the principal
shoe shop in Southport. While they lived in Southport their third child was born, on August
29, 1848. He was named William Miller Wagoner, after mother's father.

I will digress from my chronological recital to say that this son grown to manhood on the
farm, determined to study medicine. He was handicapped by an inadequate education,

but coming to Kenosha to live in 1868, he became the close friend of Dr. N. A. Pennoyer,
then a young man. While William was earning and saving for his college course by working
at the Simmons factory (then making cheese-boxes) Dr. Pennoyer directed his study and
encouraged him in his purpose. William graduated from Hahnemann College, Chicago, in
1877, and practised medicine in the West and later in Chicago. He died in Kenosha, March
2, 1901, aged 52 years.

Now to return to the family story. As soon as the frame house wa finished enough to be
habitable, the family moved into it. A shop was located upstairs where father could carry
on his work. There, winters and when farm work permitted, he made boots and shoes for
the neighbors. Besides this, he took work from Mr. Lyman, walking the ten miles back and
forth, bringing out the packs of boot-uppers for soling and 10 finishing, and carrying back
at the end of the week the finished articles. Before it meant much to me, the statement, “I
used to bottom boot for Lyman” was familiar. At first those wishing to visit this shop had

to walk through the kitchen to reach the stairway, and this was the cause of much work
and worry to mother, when heavy boots brought mud to her clean floor. So later an outside
stairway was built. The shop became the club house of the neighborhood.
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Grandfather Davison spent several winters with father, and had a bed room off the shop.
He was very active and, although pat eighty years, was able to walk the ten miles to town
with father.

One article of furniture in the living room of the frame house seems to me to have been
unique. It was a long settee with rockers, and served the two purposes of rocking-chair
and cradle. There was a frame with spindles which could be adjusted at the front of the
long seat, thus enclosing more than half its length, and leaving a space for sitting at the
end. Thus a safe bed was made for the baby, who could be comfortably rocked by the one
occupying the seat. This duty was assigned the older sister, who managed it by seizing
with one hand a post of the front frame and with the other a back spindle of the settee,—a
well-remembered performance of her very early childhood.

As yet there was no barn at the farm. The only outbuilding father had, if it could be called a
building, was a shed made of poles, which covered with straw, furnished some protection
for his oxen and one cow. There was no granary.

The summer of 1849 is noted for the great wheat crop throughout southern Wisconsin.7
A noted diary kept by the 7 The U.S. census of 1850 summarizes the crop produced for
1849. “It shows for that year a total wheat yield in Racine County of nearly a quarter of

a million bushels, or an average per farm of 216 bushels. Kenosha's record was more
striking. That county had an aggregate of 927 farms as compared with Racine's 947, and
a wheat yield of over 800,000 bushels. This makes an average per farm of about 820
bushels.” Schafer, four Wisconsin Counties, 128. 11 editor of the Southport Telegraph,
Colonel Michael Frank, says of this wheat crop under date of August 11, 1849: ... “a vast
guantity of wheat on the ground, the amount for market will be large.” Two days later in
this diary an item is recorded which seems to bear the relation to the one just cited of
effect and cause. It is this: August 13, 1849, “Hutchinson's new warehouse near the steam
mill about finished.” Champion I. Hutchinson was one of the prominent business men

of Southport arriving in the early forties. He had married the daughter of the Episcopal

Memoirs of Mary D. Bradford http://www.loc.gov/resource/lhbum.04718



Library of Congress

minister of the place and stood high in Southport society. C. I. Hutchinson & Company
were mentioned in 1842. It was in connection with this warehouse and the builder of it, C.
I. Hutchinson, that the most disgraceful event in the early history of Southport occurred.

My father's account of it as recalled is this: In 1849, when there was such a great yield

of wheat, few of the farmers had granaries, and were, therefore, ready to accept Mr.
Hutchinson's proposition for storage in his new warehouse. Wagonload after wagonload
was drawn to town; farmers from as far west as Walworth Country availed themselves of
his offer. Receipts were given for the amount of grain delivered, and the pledge made that
when navigation opened in the spring, the grain would be sold and the farmers paid the
market price received.

From now on the name Kenosha will be used instead of Southport, for on January 26,
1850, a bill was passed by the legislature creating Kenosha County from a part of Racine
County; and on February 7, 1850, another bill was passed changing the name of the place
to Kenosha and incorporating it as a city. There was great excitement over these events
and much rejoicing. But Kenosha and all the near-by country was destined to become
excited soon about another matter.

12

Early in the spring of 1850 the word spread like wildfire from farm to farm that wheat from
the Hutchinson warehouse was being loaded on to vessels.Farmers hastened to town to
find the report true; their wheat was gone and gone also was Hutchinson with the money.
Believing that the thief was secreted somewhere in Kenosha by his friends, it was with
difficulty that a riot was averted. When we think that the grain entrusted to this man was
the first real promise of return for all the hard labor of these farmers, that upon it rested
plans for improved homes and increased comforts, and, further, that it was a time of great
money shortage with interest rates exhorbitantly high, it is not difficult to imagine the effect
of this disaster not only upon the losers, but on the reputation of Kenosha.
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Some of the farmers clung to the hope that although Hutchinson himself had fled to
California, the Hutchinson firm could be held responsible for the money of which they had
been defrauded, but after a lapse of time, the news came that this firm had failed, and then
the storm really broke. It seems that after the first emptying of the warehouse, there had
been stored there a quantity of wheat that a certain buyer had purchased and paid for.
This grain the desperate farmers determined to have and rushed to town armed major of
Kenosha, and therefore, actively engaged in quieting the riot. | quote again from the diary,
under date of Saturday, April 6, 1850. He says:

A riotous disturbance at the ware house this morning. | was called upon to suppress it.
The excitement ... grew out of the late failure of C. I. Hutchinson, he having defrauded the
farmer, etc. out of some 40,000 bushels of wheat left in store at his ware house. There
being a quantity of wheat new in the ware house, belonging to different individuals, those
who have lost wheat claim to it by force ...

The “etc” in the phrase “he having defrauded the farmers, etc” is the diarist's; and the only
explanation of it that | 13 can think of is that a fuller account of the event had been printed
in his paper, or that he did not want to repeat details here.

Then follows an account in the diary of the events of that day, and of the following day,
which was Sunday, April 7, 1850. He says:

A man from Ohio ... had got a writ of replevin from the U. S. Court to take some 12,000
bu. wheat belonging to him and the Dep. U.S. Marshal... had come to execute the write. |
found a crowd of some 2 or 300 in front of the ware house ...

It was this that farmers determined should not be done. It seems to me very probable that
many of these thought that they were being deceived again, and disbelieved the statement
of its ownership by others. Colonel Frank records how at that early hour he explained to
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the mob the nature of the writ and “enjoined the obedience of law.” He evidently thought
that his effort was effective for he went home, and later to church.

But things at the wharf didn't stop. He was called from meeting, he says, and found the
warehouse crowd doubled in number. The marshal “had been obliged by the interference
of the crowd to stop taking wheat.” Colonel Frank partially satisfied the farmers by
promising that the warehouse would be effectively closed against any more withdrawal

of wheat by anybody. The place was barricaded at his orders but it availed little. The
barricade was pulled down. The attackers were rendered still more desperate by the news
that the United States marshal had sent to Milwaukee for a company of infantry to enforce
the execution of the process. The diary says: “...there was much murmuring among the
people,” and the record for the day closes with this: “The excitement during the whole of
this day has been the most extraordinary it was ever my lot to witness. The streets were
full of people earnestly discussing.”

14

The next day, Monday, April 8, a mass meeting of the farmers was held in front of the
Methodist Church, which stood on the site now occupied by the Dayton Hotel. “Strong
apprehension of a serious outbreak anticipated.” Walking with hickory canes coming into
use for a day or two past,” are sentences from that day's diary.

April 9, “Excitement much diminished,” he says.

April 10, “Two companies of Milwaukee Infantry arrived ... to assist in enforcing the
execution of the process in removing wheat from the ware house. There was a great
crowd of people ...”

April 11, “They [infantry] took the boat for Milwaukee about 3%z p. m.”

Thus ended this historical episode of eighty years ago this month.
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The boat which had brought the soldiers on this unhappy errand and carried them back
was commanded by Captain William Davison, of Buffalo, my uncle already mentioned.

He happened to be in the harbor at Milwaukee, and his vessel was requisitioned by the
government to transport the soldiers.

The questions very naturally suggested are: “Was A. J. Davison one of the defrauded
farmers?” and “Was he one of the mob?” The answer is “No” to both questions. Since the
reasons for his escape tell the story of another way of taking care of grain than that of
storing it in granaries or in warehouses, | will give an account of what is said to have been
done at the Davison farm.

With him, as with others, labor was rewarded in that summer of 1849 by the first large
yield of wheat he had had. The threshing was done by a horse power, treadmill threshing
machine. Without a granary, as | have said, father prepared, as best he could, to store his
grain in the open. Whether or not he was solicited by Hutchinson's agent to 15 use the
Southport warehouse, | do not know. First, he removed the sod from a patch of ground
near the house and tamped down the earth, making it as firm and smooth as possible.
Upon this dirt floor the grain was poured as it came from the separator of the threshing
machine. Around the finished heap he built a wall of rails and poles, calking the chinks
with straw. A slanting roof covered it, the boards and poles of which supported a carefully
constructed thatch of straw. His grain was secure for the winter, with little loss.

Whether this method was used elsewhere, or whether it was the result of my father's
ingenuity and self-reliance, | do not know. Perhaps this was the general procedure, and
may be just what Colonel Frank meant when he wrote under date of August 11, 1849,

as already quoted: “A vast quantity of wheat on the ground.” But however that may have
been, this is the story of how one farmer escaped the disaster that plunged so many of his
neighbors into a state of discouragement bordering on despair, and caused Racine to be
preferred for several years afterwards as a trading place.
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As soon after this summer as circumstances would permit, a granary was built. It
immediately was tenanted by a newly arrived German family, for father found that hard
labor had begun to tell on his health, and that it was necessary for him to have regular
help.

In the new frame house were born two daughters, Hannah Camp, named after the
maternal grandmother, born January 20, 1851, and Caroline Garnsey, bearing mother's
name, born July 17, 1853. The children now numbered five, and the two oldest ones had,
in 1853, been going to school for three years.

The new frame house was located on the north side of the farm nearly half a mile from the
log house, and the distance to the new district school house was over a mile. In stormy
weather the children were carried to and from school 16 in the ox-drawn lumber wagon,
but the distance was too great for them to walk even in pleasant weather. It is believed
that when father built his new home, he expected that the school house would be located
nearer, but it wasn't; and so, with characteristic regard for the best interests of his children,
it was decided to shorten the distance between them and school. The frame house was
moved across the farm and placed in front of the log house, which served as an ell to it.
Today the log house is gone, but the frame house stands where it was then placed and is
still occupied.

My curiosity about the way things used to be done brought an account of this moving
from Ida, then a child of eight years, who remembered it well, although not allowed to stay
out of school to witness it. Knowing that their walk home that night would be a half-mile
shorter she and Cordillo went to school that morning as usual. The story also furnishes an
instance of the fine spirit of neighborliness of those early times. | trust that the details of
this event will not be tiresome to my readers.

The cellar had been dug at the new site, and the stones collected for the cellar wall and
foundation. The half-mile course to be taken through the fields in the moving was cleared
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of hazel brush and other obstructions and was made as smooth as possible. Over this
course the granary went first, father being able to move that with his ox team and that of
a neighbor. To this a stove and some furniture were moved and the place made habitable
for the family. When | asked why the old log house was not used, | was told that when the
human tenant family had left it, there remained numerous other tenants to be gotten rid of
later, which was effectively done.

The frame house was prepared for the trip by having placed under its sides timbers
smoothed and curved at the ends like huge sled runners. Word had gone out through

WILLOW CREST FARM The upright part of this house built in 1848 was the home of the
Davison family until 1854. It is the house that had the half-mile sleigh ride to join company
with the old log house built in 1843. It is now the home of Edward Henn and family.

17 the neighborhood that when the first good snow storm should arrive, father would like
assistance in the moving. One night the snowfall came, and in the morning ox teams were
steered, one after another, by their drivers into the Davison yard. It is said that thirty yokes
assembled—perhaps it was thirty oxen. Anyhow, there were more than were needed. With
a selected number attached to each of the two great runners, the even, steady start was
made, and the house hauled the half-mile, without an accident. Mother used to wind up
her account of it by saying: “And not a single crack in the plaster!” Many strong hands
soon had the building placed on the posts prepared to support it, there to await the laying
of the stone foundation.

We sometimes learn, when reading of movings and barn raisings and such events, that
a certain kind of refreshment was offered as an inducement and as an expression of
appreciation, but to nothing of that sort could be attributed the popularity of this occasion.
My father was a teetotaler. But after the work was done, all the men were invited to the
granary, where there awaited them good hot coffee, and a table loaded with eatables—
a feast that had taken mother and her competent German helper, Margaret Myers, all the
day before to prepare. Old Jerry Slater is remembered a having said, “This is the better
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than whisky!” But | like to believe that it wa not wholly the reputation of the Davisons for
generous feeds that brought the neighborly response. The times were characterized by the
spirit of mutual helpfulness, and this was probably a reciprocal act for similar services that
had been rendered them.

But there were some things still to be desired in the new situation, the house was on post,
and when strong winds blew, there was danger of it being upset. Ida recalls a time when
the children were all taken from their bed in the middle 18 of the night, bundled up and
transported to the safe old log house to stay until the wind abated.

In the spring of 1854, father was able to make a very advantageous sale of this property. A
newly arrived German immigrant wanted it. He was Carl Kreucher, a high-class educated
man who came from Hesse-Homburg, bringing a large family of children, some of them
well grown. (The “oi” vowel sound in his same as he gave it, was very soon corrupted to
“00” and is so pronounced today.)

At the time of this sale Ida was eight years old. She has a very clear remembrance of
the event, and since certain circumstances connected with it seem to have more than a
mere family interest, further details of the transaction are here given. It took place in the
living room of the frame house. There was present a near neighbor, Obed Pease Hale,
commonly called Squire Hale, who was the justice of the peace of the town. He was a
settler from Ohio, a lawyer by training and profession, and had been called in to draw
up the necessary papers. There was also Jacob Meyers, a German neighbor and good
friend, who had settled in an adjoining district in Paris Township about the same time as
my father, and whose knowledge of English qualified him to act as interpreter.

Carl Kreucher brought gold coin to pay for the farm, the price agreed upon being $3,700.
For this he got 160 acres of land, under cultivation for ten years, a new frame house, good
for the times, with an old log house for an ell, an orchard beginning to bear, and corps

all planted—the corn being up “so that the rows showed.”8 It was the array of gold that
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impressed the onlooking children. Ida recalls the glistening piles arranged across the table.
There were two fifty dollar pieces, eight sided and of greenish hue, which meant, 8 The
records at Kenosha say: “Andrew J. Davison to Charles Kreucher, June 7, 1854. Recorded
in Kenosha, June 10, 1854.” 19 so father told them, that they were of California gold. Most
of the money was in twenty dollar pieces. This large amount of money was tied up in bags
and then the anxiety of father and mother waxed great until it could be pu in the bank in
Kenosha. When that evening the hired man reported that two strange men had come to
him in the field and questioned him, their anxiety increased. They wanted to know about
father's plans—when he intended going to town, and whether to Racine or Kenosha. It was
decided that the ride to Kenosha should be made secretly in the night, and after midnight
they started, the hired man going along. That morning the bank, very soon after opening,
received that money.

Father had told with the idea of going to a warmer climate. His strenuous work since
boyhood, the strain and exposure of sailor's life, and the hardships of the Wisconsin
winters had brought on a rheumatic condition for which he sought relief. He was then forty
years old. He left mother and the children to live with the Hales and started east.

It was a fully earned vacation that my father gave himself. First he visited his boyhood
home in Chenango County, New York. He found few that he knew. If old friends had not
been claimed by death, they had been caught up, as he had been, by the great westward
migration and were scattered in various quarters. Next he went to southern Ohio, which
had been his place of work for several winters. There, also, old friends had dispersed, and
many left behind were shaking with the ague, the universal malady then of more southern
sections. Then he went to Logansport, Indiana, where an old friend and schoolmate lived.
He liked the looks of the land which was occupied by American settlers. But ague was
prevalent here, also, and school houses were scarce. Educationally, they were not so far
along in that part of Indiana as they were in southern Wisconsin, and with a man 20 who
was seeking a place in which to rear his family, this was an important consideration. The
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school in District No. 5, Paris, had been running successfully for three years, and Kenosha
had had for five years a high school well known and of excellent repute.

He came back to Wisconsin welcomed by neighbors and friends, and bought the “Willis
Place,” a farm of 160 acres adjoining the first farm on the south. In some respects it was a
better farm than the first, for the orchard was bearing, and there was a good barn,—but the
house! It was poorly built, unpainted, run down. | can easily imagine how my mother felt

to move into a house like that, after having been the proud possessor of one of the best
houses in the district. But there was one condition that helped to reconcile her, the children
were a good half mile nearer school.

In the “Willis house” as it was usually called, I, Mary Lemira, was born January 15, 1856,
and Sarah Isabel, November 17, 1859. The family of seven children of Andrew J. and
Caroline G. Davison is now all assembled.

There comes to mind here a poem in that old reader used in my childhood: | remember, |
remember the house where | was born, The little window where the sun came peeping in
at morn.

It had two rooms downstairs, a kitchen and a sitting room—both “living rooms.” Attached
to the kitchen was a lean-to, serving in the summer as a kitchen, and in the winter as a
storeroom. Off the sitting room was a “bed sink” shut off by a curtain. The chamber above
was all one room, unfinished. Between the studding the clapboards showed, and between
the rafters could be seen the widely spaced boards, and the shingles over them. As soon
as possible the house was made somewhat more habitable. Outside the clap-boards were
put up-right boards, well battened. The north

THE HOME IN PARIS, KENOSHA COUNTY OF THE DAVISON FAMILY, FROM 1854 TO
1868 Birthplace of Mary and Isabell. The right wing was not there then, and a “lean-to” was
in place of the left wing. Several trees of the original bur oak grove are seen. It is now the
home of Ell Frederick and family.
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21 end of the open chamber was partitioned off, and the walls of the room thus made were
sheeted with matched boards, and a place of greater comfort and privacy thus provided
for the girls of the family. But | remember sleeping in the unfinished part, and of waking

in the morning to find on bed and floor small drifts of snow that had sifted through the
shingles during the night's blizzard. Those warm homespun woolen blankets had kept

us comfortable, but leaving the warm bed and going down stairs to the kitchen to dress
was a much dreaded performance. It was, however, one that consumed very little time,
after woolen stockings had been pulled on under the warm bed clothes, and after mother's
voice had taken on a certain well-understood quality.

This house is still standing, the main part just as it was in 1854, when it came into

the possession of the Davison family. Then it stood in the midst of a grove of large

bur oaks—the pride of my father—which was kept intact as long as we lived there,

but soon disappeared after the farm changed hands. (The farm was sold in 1868 to
Theodore Frederick.) | remember the position of every one of those beautiful trees.
Naturally a nature lover, and fond of trees, it is the bur oak that seems to have for me an
especial interest. | believe that this is the effect of those childhood associations, another
manifestation of which is the emotional response | feel to such poems as that of Lowell's
“The Oak.” What gnarled stretch, what depth of shade is his! There needs no crown to
mark the forest's king; and all the rest of that beautiful appreciation of my beloved bur oak
trees!

From the lower horizontal branch of one of them—not low down, however,—hung the
strong rope swing. It was no short, jerky pendulum. When the muscular arms of older
brothers, pushing, and catching and pushing again, each time 22 with the admonition
“Hang on tight!” had sent me flying higher and higher, | experienced a sensation that must
have been akin to that felt by an aviator of today. | remember the two trees that stood
nearest the house, and quite close together, between which had been constructed the
press for the making of cheese. My mother was an expert cheese maker, having been
brought up on a Chautauqua County dairy farm. The product sometimes exceeded the
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family needs, and then the yellow, flat cylinders were taken to market with the butter and
eggs.

| remember well this cheese making, although the details of the process are supplied by
my older sister who assisted in the work. The preparation of the rennet for curdling the
milk was the first step in the process. From calves killed on the farm, the fourth stomach
or rennet bag was saved. This was carefully washed and filled with salt. Salt was also put
on the outside of it, and then it was hung up to dry. These dried membranes would last for
years. When needed, mother would cut off a piece about the size of the palm of her hand
and put it asoak in cold water.

The size of father's herd of cows was such that it took the milk of one evening and of the
following morning to make a cheese of the size desired. That former quantity, put in pans
over night, was skimmed in the morning, since the cream was needed in the making of
the family butter. To this was added all of the morning's milk, a large vat being used. Into
this was poured a cupful of the rennet water. In half an hour the milk was curdled. Then
with a big wooden knife the smooth soft mass was cut through one way and across, until
its surface was marked into two-inch squares. Into the crevices made, the whey quickly
gathered. This whey was carefully dipped off, and put on the stove to heat. When quite
warm, it was poured back over the mass. Then 23 hands were carefully put down into it
to open passages so the warm whey could permeate the whole. Then another kettleful
was heated and poured back, which was done several times, until the curd grew more and
more firm and the entire mass was broken into pieces about the size of a hazel nut. Salt
was applied and the whey drained off.

Between the trees a bench was placed. In its plank top was a circular groove into which
fitted the tin cheese hoop. Several small drainage grooves radiated from this circular one.
After the hoop was in place, new muslin, clean and wet, was spread over the bottom of the
receptacle and made to line it, the corners being brought over the top of the ring.
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The curd was then put in, and the first layer carefully pressed into the bottom so as to
insure a regular edge for the cheese. Then the rest of the curd was poured in and pressed
down. Two corners of the cheese cloth were spread over the top, then a circular block

of wood that just fitted the hoop was put on top, and over it the other two corners of the
cloth were spread. Other blocks were used to raise the height of these “toppers.” A lever
fastened to one of the trees was then brought across the blocks, and a kettle filled with
stones was hung on the end of the lever. Under this pressure the whey was squeezed
from the curd and flowed off through the radiating grooves.

The product was a cheese about six inches thick which weighed sixteen or seventeen
pounds. The removal of the cheese was an interesting event to us youngsters. Frequently
the block didn't fit tight, and a margin was trimmed off which had escaped pressure
through a chink. I recall the nimitable squeaky sound it made when | chewed these
delectable bits!

The well, with its oaken bucket and its nearby watering trough for the horses, was under
the oak trees.

24

We were fortunate in having a very remarkable echo between the house and the barn, and
with it are associated other delightful experiences of those childhood days. Standing just
outside the kitchen door facing the barn, we would startle the air with strange halooings,
listening after each one for the echo, at first clear and loud, then less and less distinct and
finally fading out. We loved to hear mother call from the house to father in the barn, and
count the times we could hear echoed back the last syllable of “Andrew” sent out by her
clear, carrying voice.

Back of the house was the orchard bearing a variety of apples. There were harvest apples,
the progress of which toward ripening was eagerly watched and waited for. They were
yellow, sweet and of a delicate texture. | have many times searched the markets to find
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places like that early variety, but in vain. | wonder where the one who set the orchard got
those trees. From that orchard came also an abundant supply of fall and winter apples.
The harvesting and storing of the latter is a well remembered event.

An incident which shows the beautiful neighborliness of the time will close this part of my
story. As already related, Carl Kreucher brought a large family of children to America. One
of the younger children, a boy of eight or ten years was sickly. His angelic face depicted
suffering and foretold an early death. As is usual in such cases, the mother's heart was
centered upon him, and she grieved unconsolably when little Jacob died.

A man by the name of Gregory, who lived on a farm in the neighborhood, now known as
the Biehn farm, made coffins. From him one was procured for the Kreucher child. It was a
rough, bare pine box, and it can easily be imagined how the mother felt about putting the
body of her beloved child into such a receptacle. It was at this time that my mother lent a
hand. Calling to her assistance Mary Ann 25 McNeil, the seamstress of the neighborhood,
the two set to work to fix the board box and make it more suitable for its purpose. With
pieces of an old white sheet, the inside of the coffin was lined, over a padding of cotton;

a pillow was made and covered. Then from strips cut bias and fringed at the edges, soft
box plaiting was made and put around the pillow and the inside edges of the box. The
stricken mother saw her beautiful child laid away in a comfortable looking white bed. Her
gratitude endured through the years. This neighborly act cemented the friendship of the
two families.

CHAPTER Il A DISTRICT SCHOOL OF THE EIGHTEEN FIFTIES

In the summer of 1850, when Cordillo my older brother was five and a half years old,

and lda was four, they started going to school. The school was held in a private house,
the home of a settler named MacShuler, who lived on the same section line road to the
south of the Davison home, and such distance away as to require the use of the oxen and
wagon to get the children to and from school when the weather was at all unfavorable.
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The room used was the large, unplastered living room of the farm house. The equipment
was the same as that of the schools attended by fathers and mothers in the East, and of
which we often read. In the center was a long desk at which the older pupils sat to do their
writing,—not composition so much as copy-book work. This piece of school furniture had
a narrow horizontal board in the middle to hold the ink bottles, and on each side of this
and fastened to it were the sloping boards for the common long desk. On each side was
a bench seat. Along the sides of the room, attached to the walls, were sloping boards,
braced somehow, and adjusted in height to benches upon which the pupils sat for study,
their books resting on the slanting shelf. Their backs were toward the middle of the room,
and when called to the class for recitations, they flopped their feet over the bench and
stood up. There was a piece of blackboard at the end of the room opposite the door.

Their first teacher was Margaret Gould, the stepdaughter of a Mr. Scott, an early settler
and neighbor of my family. Miss Gould was a capable woman, ready to do many

SCHOOL HOUSE OF DISTRICT NO. 5, PARIS, BUILT IN 1851 Now known as the Three
Oaks. The mail box and the telephone wires, the pump and he flag staff modernize this 80-
year old place.

27 things besides teaching,—a regular “neighborhood blessing,” who had helped many
in time of need, including my mother. She has considerable education, and later followed
teaching for many years in both Racine and Kenosha counties.

The education of Cordillo and Ida began in the regular way,—that is, with the learning

of their letters. It was a long time after that, when it was discovered that the names of

the letters have little to do with word recognition; but at that time to have postponed that
step, as is done today, would have been regarded as an act of pedagogical heresy, and
an evidence of unfitness in the teacher. Ida recalls the names of some of the pupils,

and some of the happenings on the playground. She not only learned the names of the
characters in the alphabet, but was able to spell the word “it” at the end of the term. It was,
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however, regarded as a successful experience, for the teacher was kind-hearted, and
understood children. A favorable first impression of school was made.

In 1851 a public schoolhouse was built on the east and west road between sections 12
and 13. It was located on the south side of a farm then owned by a Mr. Pritchard, and
afterwards by Henrry Midllecamp. It stood in a grove of bur oak trees, some of which must
still be there since today the school has the name of the “Three Oaks School.” It was built
by Mr. Scott and his son Oliver. The logs for the foundation were cut from the roadside of
Mr. Scott's farm and my father's oxen hauled them to the school site—more than a mile
away. lda recalls how during the summer when the school was under construction, she
and Cordillo and Frances Scott walked every day to the new building to carry dinners to
the workmen.

It was a frame structure of the usual size and form, and stood near the road facing south,
just where it does now. To keep the pupils from looking out of the windows when 28 ‘their
eyes should be on their books,” the windows were placed so high that only the teacher and
the taller children when standing could see out, evidently a common building practice.l

In the middle of the room not far from the door stood the large, quadrangular box stove.
At the opposite end of the room upon a small platform was the teacher's desk. Near

the ceiling, stretching from the stove to the chimney back of the teacher's desk was the
stovepipe, which in the winter furnished the assurance of warm heads, at least. It was, |
believe, Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes who said that it was a good sign when a writer's feet
got cold. So there is this classical sanction for the condition that usually prevailed in that
school room in winter.

1 See “Robert Fargo—An Autobiography” in Wisconsin Magazine of History, x, 190.

There were three rows of desks, and Mr. Scott, a skillful carpenter, had fashioned good
ones, with comfortable backs, and shelves for the books. The middle row was designed for
the smaller children, and each seat would accommodate three or four of them. On each
side of this middle row, separated by a narrow aisle, were seats for the older children,
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each designed for two, the boys sitting on one side of the room and the girls on the other.
A well remembered form of punishment was to make a troublesome boy cross over and sit
with a girl. Whether or not this served its purpose depended entirely on the nature of the
boy, and sometimes it was not the boy but the girl who was punished.

Across the entire end of the room behind the teacher's desk was a blackboard,—literally
that. In the front of the room, at the left of the door, was a bench for the water pail. The
coats, cloaks, shawls, hoods, and caps were hung on nails at that end of the room, the
girls using the right side and the boys the left, in proximity to the open water pail. Curtains
or shades there were none.

29

One who as a child attended this school visited it recently. She noticed, first, that the
window sills had been lowered; that modern desks had replaced the old ones, and that
slate blackboards and curtains had been added to the school facilities. The house built
seventy-nine years ago is still in good condition.

This school was opened in the fall of 1851. By this time, twelve years after A. J. Davison
had bought his land of the government, the district was well settle. Before proceeding with
the school history, | will name as many as can be recalled by my sister of the families who
belonged in District No. 5. The exact chronology of their settlement in the district is not
attempted in all cases, “earlier” or “later” expressing all that is believed or known about this
matter.

Among the first settlers who sent children to school in the early fifties occur such family
names as Gregory, Vaughn, Willis, Lease, Allen, Fleming, Baker, Bailey, Hale, Stover,
McHuron, which names seem to indicate Yankee stock. A number of these sold out after
a few years, usually to foreigners, and moved away, probably following the westward
movement. Among these new families were those of German, Dutch, Bohemian, Welsh,
and Irish origin.
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On the farm adjoining the Willis farm on the south lived the Hale family. Obadiah Peace
Hale and his wife were natives of Ohio who came to Wisconsin in 1842. Mr. Hale, a lawyer
by profession, was justice of the peace for many years. He and my father were very close
friends. Although he was not a great success as a farmer, Mr. Hale and his family were
important factors in the neighborhood. | remember him always as somewhat stooped. My
father used to attribute this to his posture in sitting. When at home he sat with his chair
tipped back and his feet on his desk; when calling on a neighbor, he sat similarly tilted
against the wall with one heel clutched on the front round of the chair and 30 the other leg
crossed over the knee thus elevated. In this attitude he seemed rightly posed to discuss
the politics of the day, or some neighborhood event.

The family consisted of four children, the three oldest born in Ohio. They were Melvina,
born in 1832, who married George Palmer; Delina, born in 1833, who married Courtland

A. Dewey, and became well-known in Kenosha; George, born in 1840, and Myron, born in
1845. George Hale enlisted for the Civil War, August 12, 1862, in Company H, Thirty-third
Wisconsin Infantry. He was a lieutenant in this company during its participation in the siege
of Vicksburg, and his diary of that event is an interesting document. He was known to us

in Kenosha as Captain Hale, and was for many years a prominent citizen and member of
the G. A. R. His death occurred n October 24, 1911. Myron as a youth of twenty enlisted
as one of the “Hundred Day Boys.” He contracted typhoid fever and died September 27,
1865, the day after reaching home.

Another much valued neighbor was Patrick maceldowney—a name soon shortened to
Downey. Mr. Downey had studied in Ireland for the priesthood, and was a real scholar,
versed in the Greek, Hebrew and Latin languages. All he is remembered as having said
in explanation of his change of plan was that when the time came for ordination (if this
is the right word) he refused “holy orders.” Mrs. Downey was a woman of refinement,
beautiful in appearance and character. They had three sons, John, Henry, and Barney,
and in the family besides these were Katherine McNeil, a niece of Mr. Downey, and two
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granddaughters of Mrs. Downey, children of a daughter by a previous marriage, named
Mary and Elizabeth Stewart. They came to Wisconsin from the East, where Mr. Downey
had been a linen peddler.

SQUIRE HALE'S FAMILY IN 1874 Erstwhile neighbors of the Davisons. Standing, Capt.
George Hale and Delina Hale Dewey. Seated at right, Obed Pease Hale and Laura B.
King Hale. Seated left, Courtland H. Dewey and Ellen Leonard Hale.

31

After the war, in 1866 or ‘67, this family left the neighborhood and moved to a new home
in the forest of northern Wisconsin, not far from Appleton. | remember well their day of
departure, greatly impressed by the sadness of my parents over the loss of these much
loved neighbors,—bound to them by the ties of friendship, strengthened by common
sorrows and reciprocated helpfulness in times of need.

In the spring of 1876, when | was a student at the Oshkosh Normal School, my brother
William came for me in vacation time and took me to visit the Downeys. We found them
living in a comfortable log house. Henry, unmarried, worked the farm and Mary Stewart
kept the house. John was settled in Appleton. Mrs. Downey, still sweet and interesting,
was a suffering invalid; and Mr. Downey, at an advanced age, exemplifying the life-long
habits of the student, was occupying himself with the study of Webster's Unabridged
Dictionary . He discussed with us interesting discoveries in English etymology.

To the north lived the Carl Kreucher family, mentioned in my first chapter. The older

sons born in Germany soon became Americanized. Charles and Philip went to Beatrice,
Nebraska. A son of the latter is now noted surgeon in the Mercy Hospital in Chicago. Other
descendents are prosperous residents of Nebraska. Peter was wounded at the battle

of Gettysburg and died from the effects of delay in his rescue. John, a younger brother,
Philopena, known as “Penie,” and Maggie went to the school in District No. 5.
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Carl Kreucher prospered. He was a devoted Lutheran and in the late sixties gave the

land for a church of that denomination. The location was the northeast corner of the farm
he bought from my father in 1854. A church and parsonage were built there and are in

use today. West of this property in a pasture can be seen the depression in the ground
marking the place of the cellar of the Davison frame 32 house, and in the northwest corner
of that farm, on an elevation overlooking the low land already mentioned, is the parish
cemetery.

The settlers on the east side of the road opposite the first farm were named McHuron,
who sold out to a new arrival from Holland named Van der Meuhlen,—now shortened to
Vandermoon. The latter are remembered as a somewhat superior family in education and
refinement. The father, William Van der Meuhlen, is recalled by the paintings of Dutch
artists; the mother was a descendant of a French Huguenot. They had one son, Albert,
who married and lived on the old place. Their only daughter, Henrietta, married Henry
Middlecamp, who settled on a farm adjoining that on the Vandermoon;s on the south.
Henry Middlecamp, also a Dutch immigrant, is remembered as an honest, good hearted,
although rather uncultured man,—a good neighbor and faithful friend. One of the sons,
William, now deceased, attended the Kenosha High School and the Oshkosh Normal
School, and was for a number of years the county superintendent of schools of Kenosha
County. The other children were Ida, Annie, Etta, Andrew, and Albert. The somewhat
unusual name appears in the telephone directory of Kenosha, these being probably the
descendants of Henry and Henrietta Middlecamp.

In this connection | will relate an incident that seems to have some historical interest.
When gold was discovered in Colorado on the banks of the Platte River in 1858, the rush
to that place was almost as great at that to California had been ten years before, or that
to the Klondike in 1897. Then in 1859, Pike's Peak, near Denver, had a gold excitement
all its own, and “Pike's Peak or Bust” was painted on many a prairie schooner westward
bound to the new Eldorado. Neighbor Middlecamp caught the “gold fever,” and decided to
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go West to make his fortune. His companion in this venture 33 was Gerry Meyers, son of
Jacob Meyers, an early German settler in Paris. (The daughter and grandchildren of Gerry
Meyers are well known in the business and social life of Kenosha today.)

To make the trip, they bought a light wagon of the Mitchell wagon makers of Racine. It was
equipped with a canvas cover in regular prairie schooner style. It had a comfortable spring
seat which promised easier riding on the trek of upwards of a thousand miles to their
Colorado destination. Whether or not it, too, was labeled “Pike's Peak or Bust” | cannot
say; but with necessary supplies and a good team of horses, the two hopeful men started
West sometime in 1859.

After a lapse of time the neighborhood was surprised by the return of the adventurers.
They related that after having travelled for weeks and finally having crossed the boundary
of Colorado, they began to meet many people coming back. These disillusioned and
discouraged gold seekers told such dismal tales of their experiences at Pike's Peak that
Middlecamp and Meyers decided not to go farther, and turned back toward Wisconsin

and home. Although they may not have advertised their financial condition by decorating
the side of their wagon as many similarly situated did, with the word “Busted,” that word
expressed the condition of our neighbors, and the wagon was immediately offered for sale.
My father was the purchaser.

At a time when heavy lumber wagons were the usual vehicle of travel, this lighter wagon,
horse drawn, was quite an acquisition,—as great as that of an automobile for a farmer

a half-century later. This vehicle, on account of its history, was called the “Pike's Peak
wagon,” or simply the “Pike's Peak.” It became a common neighborhood utility. Although
too young to remember the event of its purchase, | recall distinctly how some adult or
child would come to the 34 house and say “Father would like to borrow the Pike's Peak
to go to town tomorrow.” The applicant was very apt to get the wagon from my generous,
accommodating father, unless other plans for its use had been very definitely made. It
was as popular as my mother's shining brass kettle at preserving time, or Mrs. Hale's tall
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spinning wheel at other times of need. Even the horses seemed to appreciate it, and would
“pep up,” and take on a smarter pace with the easy going “Pike's Peak” at their heel.

Just as a little child, in the perception stage of its development, familiar with a dog called
Fido, calls other similar dogs by this name, so I, in my early years called all wagons of
similar appearance “Pike's Peak,” especially if they were painted light green, and was
about to exclaim, so | am told, “O, see that Pike's Peak!” greatly to the amusement of my
elders.

How many baskets of eggs and jars of butter and crates of chickens that wagon brought to
Kenosha over the Burlington Road, or to Racine, if that market were preferred! How many
loads it brought back to our own or to neighbors’ homes, of groceries and other household
necessities! Later | will tell of an educational event in which it figured.

Other families in the district living on the road one mile to the east,—the Town Line Road
between Paris and Somers,—were those of Elisha Baker, and Norman Bailey, a brother-
in-law of the former. They came from Cayuga County, New York. A bond existed between
my father and Elisha Baker since they were the only Whigs in the Town of Paris before
the Republican Party was formed. A son of Elisha Baker born in “York” state was Myron
A. Baker, well remembered in Kenosha as Judge Baker. He served in the Civil War in
1861 being one of the first volunteers in Wisconsin. One of his sons, Norman L. Baker,

is now assistant council for the Northwestern Mutual Life of Milwaukee, 35 and another,
Robert Verne Baker, of Kenosha, is now the county judge. A daughter of Elisha Baker,
Frances Abigail, afterwards Mrs. Frank Dunning, gave early promise of literary ability and
was a frequent contributor to the local and other papers. Always fond of little children, she
conducted, in Kenosha, the first kindergarten in this part of Wisconsin. It was operating in
the decades of the seventies and later.

On the east side of the district lived Joseph Huck and Henry Biehn, Germans, who bought
out the first settlers, and whose large families got their schooling in District No. 5. In their
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vicinity lived the Heidersdorfs and Snells. To the south in the district lived Jacob Kreucher,
a nephew of Carl, who came in 1857. To the west, back of other farms, not reached by
the road, were the Lucas family, Welsh, and two Irish families named Martin and Maroney.
Their farms bordered on the “big marsh” and were not all arable. | have often wondered if
we had in these, other instances of the “Martin Chuzzlewit” sort. All these last mentioned
succeeded the first settlers on their respective farms.

Of this great variety of nationalities and of social and educational background, consisted at
an earlier or later period, the patrons of the school of District No. 5, Paris, which as | have
already said, was opened in the fall of 1851.

The usual plan followed in the first decade of the school's history was to have a man
teacher for the winter term, when the big boys attended, and a woman for the summer
term. The district system of supervision had been superseded in Wisconsin in 1848 by
that of a town superintendent. While this was a great improvement over the previous
arrangement, the effectiveness of it depended, of course, upon the man who was elected
to that office at the town meeting. Paris was very fortunate in having as its superintendent
of schools, Dr. * Mrs. Dunning died, at the age of 91, in Evanston, Ill., on July 5, 1932. 36
Ammon Adams of Union Grove, who served for quite a number of years, and of whom
more will be related later.

The teacher engaged for the winter of 1851-52 was Woolsey Washburn, who opened the
school in the new building. Cordillo Davison attended regularly, and Ida, aged five, went
during the fall and in winter when weather permitted.

In the summer of 1852, the teacher was Frances Bennett. She was one of the older
children of a family of sixteen, and the account of how she was discovered and became
the teacher in District No. 5 was thus given by father, then the clerk of the district. Father
was one day on his way to Kenosha, when he saw a lot of children of different sizes
coming out of a farmhouse door. He remarked to the man beside him, who had gladly
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accepted an invitation to ride, that there must be a school in that house, and was informed
that all the children belonged to one family, but that they did constitute a school. It

was necessary under the Wisconsin law for children to go to school, and since there

was no schoolhouse, and no other pupils in the district, the Bennett home became the
schoolhouse and the district paid the teacher.

A teacher was needed for District No. 5. Father, thinking that the experience of an older
sister in this large family was a good preparation for handling other people's children,
and finding Frances an intelligent, well-mannered girl, offered her the school. She was
examined by the town superintendent and, according to the standard of the time, found
satisfactory equipped for the work of teaching little children.

In the following winter, that of 1852-53, the teacher was Henry Pettit of Kenosha. He was
the son of Judge J. J. Pettit, one of Kenosha's early settlers, and is remembered as a
good teacher,—a young man of interesting personality 37 and fine influence. The school
of about forty pupils was orderly and successfully. There were now three Davison children
in school, William aged four years, having, just started. The school was more than a mile
away, and in bad weather the oxen and sled took them to school. Other children were
picked up along the way and helped through the drifts.

Mr. Pettit was an artist of exceptional ability and served as a cartoonist during the Civil
War. | remember that when | attended the Kenosha High School in the seventies, his
two young daughters were my schoolmates. Their father had died and they lived with the
grandfather, Judge Pettit.

For the summer term of 1853, Sarah Spades, a high school girl from Kenosha, was the
teacher in District No. 5. Her immaturity, and perhaps her character, are revealed by

an incident which adds a touch to the picture of that school period. Water for drinking
had to be brought in a wooden pail either from the Downey well to the west or the Biehn
well to the east. To “go after the water” was an eagerly sought privilege, and since the
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distance to the Biehn place was the greater, that well was favored. It took two pupils to
bring the pailful, and no one ever complained of the arduousness of the task, even though
the pail was large and the way hot and dusty. The palil, full to the brim at the well curb,
was not always borne with steadiness and it often happened that when it reached the
school house, half of it had slopped out, and the rest was warm. It is remembered by Ida,
who was a thirsty onlooker, that Miss Spaded would fill a pitcher for her own use, leaving
scarcely enough to wet the parched throats of the children. As they watched her drink from
her private supply, their thirst waxed greater, as did their hatred when she firmly forbade
the fetching of another pail of water.

“The evil that men do lives after them”; her “bones” may be “interred” in a deep, soft

bed of good deeds, but Miss 38 Spades is remembered for this unsympathetic, selfish
performance. Besides bearing an implied warning and moral, this story illustrates the far
cry from then to now in the matter of sanitation. There the wooden pail, rinsed, but seldom
scrubbed and cleaned, stood open in an unventilated, dusty schoolroom; the dipper or
cup, passed from mouth to mouth, was refilled by dipping it into the pail!

In the winter of 1853-54, the teacher for the four—-months’ school was George Milligan,

a medical student who was earning money to go on with his professional preparation.

As he knew something about medicine, the neighbors would sometimes send for him in
emergencies. He would go, leaving Mary Vaughn, an older pupil, in charge of the school.
Mr. Milligan was of gentlemanly appearance, of slender build, but trained and alert. There
were forty pupils in the attendance that winter. A story is told illustrating the difficulties in
the way of discipline facing teachers in the winter terms of those days, and also showing
that school-teachers of the “Hoosier School Master” type were not confirmed to Indians.

Two big boys named Gus Vaughn and Grove Willis, aged fifteen or sixteen, entered
school after the fall work was done. They were not interested in school and seemed

bent on making trouble. Since “to throw the schoolmaster out” was considered by the
hoodlum element as something to boast of, these boys proceeded deliberately to provoke
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the teacher to some act of authority, when they would immediately precipitate a fight.
Weighing Mr. Milligan’s small, slight stature against the brawn, the boys felt confident of
the outcome.

One day, for an especially offensive act, the teacher reprimanded the Willis boy and told
him to leave the room. His confederate, Gus Vaughn, immediately jumped from his seat,
seized the “dry bone” stick used for a stove poker, and 39 assumed a threatening attitude
towards the teacher. The little children in the middle row were frightened by seeing the
teacher dash from his platform, quickly step from desk to desk over their heads and seize
from the floor the hooked iron stove poker. Thus armed, he opened the door and told the
smaller children to go out. The older children staid in the room, crowding the aisles next
the walls on either side. It seemed to those out of doors shivering from cold and fright,
Cordillo and lda among them, that the commaotion within continued for a long time. Finally
the door opened, and they saw two big boys emerge and walk quietly away. The little
schoolmaster had proved himself more than a match for them and for one or two others
who came to their support.

Mr. Milligan immediately began legal action against the disturbers. My father and the two
other members of the district school board were called the next morning to Squire Hale's
for the hearing of the case. Some of the older pupils who had seen the fight were called
in as witnesses. The boys were expelled, and the winter term of 1853-1854 in District
No. 5, Town of Paris, continued peacefully and successfully to its close. How about the
boy disturbers? “They became the toughs of the neighborhood” so my narrator says. She,
then seven years of age, recalls these as attending that term: three Fleming boys, —
Homer, Tom and Burdett. Tom won a reputation for great daring in the Civil War, became
a captain and was killed “under the guns at Fort Hudson.” Among the girls remembered
were Addie Baker, Mary and Phoebe Vaughn, Katherine McNeil, Harriet and Ophelia
Gregory and Martha Lease. The first named, Frances Adelaide Baker, had already been
mentioned in the paragraph about the family of Elisha Baker.
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In the summer of 1854, Carrie Rector taught the school. She was considered so excellent
a teacher that at the end of the term she was offered the school for the next summer.

40 The man taught the following winter term, 1854-55, was Cyrus Brande, a severe
disciplinarian, but considered just. He was an Englishman by birth, well educated, and
the school was success. He was the first teacher to send a report to parents. It consisted
of a printed form and included four items: “Punctuality,” “Obedience,” “Diligence,” and
“Scholarship.” S. Y. Brande, a brother of Cyrus, was a prominent citizen of Kenosha, and
carried on a real estate business for many years.

In the summer of 1855, the teacher was Marcia Holbrook, a country girl of little experience.
Her term is remembered, and the date established by three things: Hannah, aged four
years, began school, and encountered great difficulties in learning her letters, the letter

“u” being an especial stumbling block. The teacher, pointing to the letter said “that's u.”
When the child was called upon to repeat its name, she persisted in saying “me” The
second thing remembered is the severe whipping of William, aged seven, for a childish
offense which would be passed over today. The third thing was that mother made trip

to Chautauqua County, New York, to visit her parents, leaving an elderly neighbor, Mrs.
Judd, in charge of her family.

When mother went East, she took the state from Kenosha to Chicago. The Chicago and
Northwestern Railway was under construction, but an unfinished section somewhere
between Chicago and Milwaukee prevented its use for through traffic. Since, according to
the history of railroad expansion, Chicago had been reached by rail from the east since
1852, she undoubtedly proceeded on her journey from Chicago over the Lake Shore and
Michigan Southern route. By the time she returned trains were running from Chicago

to Milwaukee or farther, and the older children of the family were looking forward to an
opportunity to see this new and 41 wonderful sight of which they had heard so much.
Mother's return offered such an opportunity, and father had promised them the ride to
town. A letter had told the time when mother would start, and when she expected to arrive.
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But she had not reckoned on the speed of these new modes of travel, and the facilities for
making connections. So coming right on, she arrived in Kenosha ahead of the time when
she was expected, and finding a neighbor in town, had come home with him, to find her
family about ready to start out. Her welcome from the children was anything but cordial.
Later she would laugh when telling of her lugubrious welcome, but at the time it happened
it was rather disappointing to find four vexed children filled with a sense of injustice done
them by her too early arrival.

A man named Eliphalet Pope was the teacher during the winter term of 1855-56. As far as
scholarship went, he qualified for the work, but he had on several occasions displayed an
ungovernable temper, and must have been an emotionally unbalanced man. However, he
created a favorable impression at the close of the term by putting on a great “Exhibition.”
There was a stage in the little school room, and curtains—mother's bed curtains,—and a
Spanish play, Retribution, was given. It made such a deep impression of Ida that she can
remember the actors and recall some of the dialogue. This was probably the first dramatic
performance witnessed by this girl of nine years of age. It pleased the district so much that
Mr. Pope was then and there hired for the next winter,—an act with which my father was
not entirely in accord.

The summer of 1856 brought Ann Jordan as teacher, who left a reputation for success.
Then Eliphalet Pope returned. There occurred that winter a school event which i will

relate in detail, because it illustrates what children were 42 subjected to by teachers, and
enables us to measure the progress since made in the rational regard for children's rights,
and in thought given by parents to the question of the personality of those placed in charge
of schools.

One winter's day during Mr. Pope's second term, father and mother were away on
business. It was the last day of December, 1856, and the last day before the holiday
vacation. lda staid away from school to look after Carrie and the baby (myself) and to have
general charge of things. Father had told Cordillo, my elder brother, then about twelve
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years old, to go home from school at noon to feed the cattle and to open the water holes
in the ice in the pond so that they might drink. But that noon a battle was fought in and
about a snow fort in the school yard, and the boy, completely absorbed in the sport, forgot
about duty at home until school was called. Mr. Pope then refused him permission to go,
but at the afternoon recess Cordillo left for home, by that time thoroughly worried about his
neglect. An older boy was immediately sent after him. Cordillo who, when the boy arrived,
had not yet had time to do the chores assigned him, refused to return to school, and the
threat was conveyed to him that “teacher said he would be whipped if he didn't.” Irritated
by the important air of the messenger, an impudent remark was made by Cordillo, which
with some embellishments, was of course carried back to Mr. Pope. Soon the children

in the home were scared to see the angry teacher approaching. Hannah, a child of five,
climbed in a chair and bolted the door; but it was unbolted by Cordillo when the teacher
arrived, the boy saying to his frightened brother and sisters that the teacher could not
touch him when he was in his home. But while he protested to the teacher that he must
do the work assigned him by his father, he was forcibly seized and dragged away by the
angry man. On the way back to 43 school Mr. Pope cut some hazel-bush rods, leaving
stubs on them where he trimmed off the branches.

Upon reaching school, he stripped off the boy's coat and vest and beat him until his dark
blue woolen shirt was in tatters, and the blood oozed from the holes in the skin made by
the sharp stubs, and ran down his back. Pale and suffering he came home, with only a
little sister to do for him what she could.

Upon the return of the parents, they found a sad situation,—Cordillo bent over beside the
kitchen stove, bleeding and sore, his brother and younger sisters sobbing in sympathy,
and lda in the act of bathing the wounds. The effect upon the mother exemplifies what
has been said about the “female of the species” and probably had she been allowed to
reach Mr. Pope at his boarding place about a mile away, as she declared she would do,
his plight would have been even worse than that of his pupil. But the calm judgment of
father prevailed. He knew that a serious offense had been committed and that recourse to
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law was the only procedure. Quieting mother with this explanation, he went immediately to
Squire Hale's, got a warrant for the arrest of Mr. Pope and rode on a short distance to the
home of the constable, Albert Stover. He directed the officer to serve the warrant at once,
as it was known that the teacher expected to leave that night for his home in Pleasant
Prairie. The young constable was not at all loathe to exercise his authority and in a very
short time was galloping off to Mr. Pope's boarding house, where he made the arrest, and
forbade him to leave the district.

There was great excitement throughout the neighborhood. Men gathered on that New
Year's morning at the home of Squire Hale to hear the trial. There the teacher was brought
to realize that by entering a home and forcibly taking away a child for punishment, he had
committed a state 44 prison offense. When the law was read, his indifference and bravado
gave way immediately. On his knees the culprit teacher begged for mercy. He pled with
father not to have him sent to prison and thus ruin his life. Father showed mercy and did
not prosecute the case. Mr. Pope was allowed to go his way after paying the costs. But
there was an effect which any amount of money, or a term in prison could not make right,
—the effect of such brutal treatment upon a sensitive, rather delicate child. Mother often
declared that Cordillo never got over it—"was never quite the same after it.” Mr. Pope later
was sent to jail in Kenosha for whipping a girl in the Pike Woods school, where he taught.
After that he was not allowed to teach in Kenosha County, and left for lowa, where it was
said, he died in an insane asylum.

The two following winters brought a school condition that somewhat balanced up the
previous disastrous one. The teacher was Joseph Geary, a young man of exceptional
ability and high character. He was earning his way through Oberlin College and he brought
to that district a never-to-be-forgotten educational experience. The district board, my father
again clerk, had the good judgment to secure his services for the following winter. The
winter terms of 1857-58 and 1858-59 seem to have been the crowning achievement of
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the district. The reputation of the teacher brought to the school several serious minded,
ambitious, older students.

It may be stated here that Joseph Geary after his graduation from Oberlin became

a member of the faculty of Ripon College, where he served many years, loved and
respected by succeeding classes of students, who profited from contact with this
exceptional personality. A lasting friendship with my father dated from those terms of
teaching in District No. 5, and | well remember Professor Geary's occasional visits to our
home.

45

It was in the summer between these two winter terms that | started to go to school. | was
two years old in January of that year and was lda's special charge. Mother, unable to

get help, had all she could do to attend to the necessary household duties; and since |
needed care, Ida had the choice of either staying at home and losing school or of taking
me to school with her. | was referred to as “Ida’s baby.” Various stories are told of the
happenings. When | got sleepy, a bed of cloaks was made for me on a rear bench. When
| awakened from my nap, | would quietly slip into a seat beside a favorite boy or girl who
accepted this attention without seeming objection. Fortunately for me, the windows were
open, it being summer. In this day when psychiatrists attach so much importance to early
impressions and experiences in their efforts to explain adult peculiarities, | often wonder in
what way | would now be different in my personality if I hadn't gone to that infant school,
or, better, had not been an infant in a school. From all | can learn, | was quite a regular
attendant at school from that time on. This was not because my parents, as is sometimes
the case, were ambitious to demonstrate possible precocity in a child, but for the simple
reason that home conditions made it necessary if Ida were to receive the schooling she so
much desired.

An opportunity for schooling in Chicago now came to lda, and on October 1, 1859, she
went there to live in the family of Uncle Frank Davison,—the Captain B. F. Davison already
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mentioned, who had ceased “following the Lake” and was engaged in Chicago in a very
lucrative business on South Water Street, that of ship chandler. Ida had a hard time in that
Chicago “grammar school.” Although ambitious, bright and willing, the irregularity of her
country schooling counted against her; she became discouraged, and came home at the
end of the term. At the opening of the 46 new year, 1860, she entered the district school,
then taught by Edwin Cooley, who was considered a very good teacher,—well prepared
and of excellent influence. This young man enlisted in 1862 and died of disease contracted
in the service.

All the teachers in District No. 5 in the decade of the fifties have not been mentioned.
Esther Shepherd, a summer term teacher, is remembered; also Mary Harris, and
Katherine McNeil, a friend of the family, who was probably in charge in the summer of
1858 when the infant started in.

In the next chapter, the story of the decade of the sixties will be told, when changes in
school administration became operative, and when reminiscences of great national events
show how the neighborhood of District No. 5, Paris, reacted to new conditions.

CHAPTER Il THE IMPRESSIVE DECADE OF THE SIXTIES

IN a previous chapter, the history of the school in District No. 5, Paris, has been carried
through the decade of the fifties. Until the fall of 1868 the Davison family remained on the
farm, and the children attended that school.

In the summer of 1860 an event occurred which left an impression on my memory, | being
then in my fifth year. It was a Fourth of July celebration at Kellogg's Corners. Beyond the
bare recollection of this event, all details have been supplied by Ida Davison, my eldest
sister, then nearly fourteen years old. In previous accounts | have mentioned my obligation
to her for much that has been told of these early years.
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Into the relating of this event was usually brought an associated experience which my
parents frequently recalled. The Fourth that year, 1860, fell on Sunday. On the night
before, there was a severe frost. In the morning, when father looked out upon his field

of growing corn, there were no green rows to be seen; there were only limp, blackened
leaves. Thinking his crop destroyed, he immediaely set himself to the task of getting seed
ready for replanting. Mother's occupation that day, despite its being Sunday, was the
completion of three dresses for her girls, Ida, Hannah, and Carrie, who were anticipating
the coming celebration, and were far more interested in mother's work than in the crop
disaster. This sewing had to be done by hand, for as yet a sewing machine was not a part
of the household equipment.

48

Before leaving this incident of the frost and proceeding with the story announced, let me
say that the sprouting corn had not been killed, the terminal buds were safe; and before
father was ready to do the replanting, green sprouts began to appear in the rows, and his
worry on that score ended. Moreover, as if to make amends for the weather behavior in
the spring, the frost held off that fall, and the crop was unusually large.

The Fourth of July celebration, which | started to tell about, occurred on Monday, the
fifth. 1t will be remembered that 1860 was a time when the entire country was stirred up
over the slavery question. In this prevailing excitement and interest, political and patriotic,
the people of Racine and Kenosha counties were, of course, deeply involved. So it was
planned that the four contiguous townships of Mount Pleasant and Yorkville in Racine
County, and Paris and Somers in Kenosha County should come together at Kellogg's
Corners, a centrally located place, for a great patriotic demonstration.

All the schools of the four towns had been invited, and an assemblage estimated at

5,000 men, women and children resulted. The Davison family wagon, the “Pike's Peak”
described in a previous article, is said to have conveyed twenty-one to that celebration.
Besides the entire family, there were crowded into it as many children of the neighborhood
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as it would possibly hold. The grown-ups occupied the seats, and the children sat on laps
and on boards across the wagon-box, while those who could not find a seat stood up.
Somewhere in the crowd was the writer, then four and one-half years old.

With the same spirit shown on similar occasions today, the school groups came, many of
them in especially decorated wagons and bearing their own banners. A prize had been
offered for the best banner, and there was consequently 49 much excitement among the
school children concerning the award. When it went to the school in Union Grove, taught
by Joseph Geary, their beloved teacher for the two previous winters (to whose work and
influence | have paid tribute in a previous chapter), the children and parents of District No.
5, Paris, were entirely reconciled to their failure.

There was a picnic dinner, and singing and oratory. Nothing is remembered about a brass
band. The subjects of the speeches are not remembered, but can be conjectured with

a fair degree of probability. A brief review of the political situation shows us that at that
time the Democratic party had been split in two, the North and the South each having

its presidential candidate. The Republicans had nominated Lincoln at their Chicago
Convention in May. The great battle of the ballots would come off on November 6. It is
remembered by those old enough to recall it, that on this occasion there was manifested
intense patriotic feeling. While, without doubt, there mingled in this crowd those with
personal political aspirations, centered on a local or a state office, the chief topic of
conversation pertained to national affairs. The people realized that the agitation over
slavery had reached a dangerous stage, and the strong northern sectional attitude on this
guestion found free expression. The Kansas troubles, the Dred Scott decision, the John
Brown tragedy were recent occurrences. Some believed that Lincoln, others that Douglas,
was the man to save the Union.

While younger children were having a happy time in the grove, the men and women about
the speakers’ stand looked very grave. War between the North and South was mentioned
and their listeners knew what war would mean. In that company were many young men
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who responded to Lincoln's first call made on April 15, 1861, and boys who went later

on. Among the former were Peter Kreucher, who was 50 shot on the second day of the
battle of Gettysburg and died before his brother could reach him; Myron Baker, already
mentioned in connection with his family in a previous chapter, who is said to have been the
third Wisconsin man to enlist; and Clark Stover, the town constable previously mentioned.
Some of the Paris boys enlisted in the Thirty-third Wisconsin Volunteer Infantry, and of
them these names are remembered: George Hale, Edwin Cooley, John Gray, Fred Taylor,
Asa Harris, and Norman Johnson. Others, all of German origin, joined the Twenty-sixth
Regiment “to fight with Franz Sigel.” There were among these Peter Kreucher, mentioned
above, Peter Henche, Peter Weber, Peter Hoffman, Krist Miller, and others.

Men school teachers were scarce in 1861. For the first time in the history of the district, a
woman was hired for the winter term of 1861-62. She was Helen Perkins, well educated,
and a teacher of experience. It was said that there was only one of superior scholastic
attainment in Kenosha County, and that was Hosea Barnes, prominent in educational
work. Miss Perkins was a graduate of Wesleyan University, Delaware, Ohio. Dr. Merrick, a
relative on her mother's side, was then the president of that university. Her father, Ephriam
Perkins, lived in Paris on the Burlington Road. He was a brother of Pliny M. Perkins, the
founder of Burlington, Racine County, who built, owned, and operated the flour mill and the
woolen mill in Burlington. To be near her father, who was aging, Helen came to Kenosha
County and taught a country school.

She was a progressive teacher, always studying new methods. When she came to District
No. 5, her latest interest was centered in a new method of teaching beginning reading
—the phonetic method. Although, as previously stated, | had at this time been “going to
school” since | was two and a 51 half years and was now past five years of age, | had not
learned to read; that is, the ability to discriminate words had not been acquired, although

| could repeat by rote the primer from beginning to end. Miss Perkins decided to try out
her newly discovered method on me, | being the first upon whom she had experimented.
She has told me that she felt satisfied with the progress | made, but thought that she might
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have done better by me if she had not had so many pupils and so many subjects. But her
successors not knowing about the phonetic method, the effects of her teaching were soon
lost from lack of application. It is probable that | was put back upon the regular, orthodox
pedagogical route of learning the names of the letters and left to work out for myself,
unwittingly, my own phonetic associations; that is, to somehow come to realize that the
rigmarole “see-ay-tee” spelled “cat,” and “el-double-oh-kay” spelled “look.” Anyhow, | know
that at eight or nine years of age | was not able to read with the facility of children now in
their second school year, who have been skillfully taught how to use that instrument of
self-help, which knowledge of the sounds of the letters really is. It was unfortunate for me,
and others, that Helen Perkins could not have continued to teach country schools!

She went from Paris to the Fisk Institute for colored students in Nashville, Tennessee,
where she helped in its organization and taught for many years. She was instrumental in
starting the troupe of singers from Fisk Institute—who as the “Tennesseeans,” besides
bringing it financial help, made that school famous throughout the country by their
inimitable rendering of negro melodies. They, it is said, were the first company of colored
singers to reveal the beauty and the charm of what are now called spirituals.

52

When Miss Perkins came north for her summer vacations, she always visited my parents,
and it was from her that | got the account of her efforts to teach me to read. She told many
of her experiences as teacher in Fisk Institute and as a resident of that community, where
a northern woman thus engaged was considered an intruder and made to feel it in many
ways. Miss Perkins died about ten years ago in a home for the aged in Cincinnati. Fred

M. Perkins, who is a cousin of Helen, and who formerly lived in Burlington, resides now in
Kenosha. His son, A. Walker Perkins, was with the Byrd Antarctic Expedition.

The chronology of the successive teachers in District No. 5, Paris, Kenosha County,
is more uncertain and broken than that for the decade of the fifties. There are several
causes for this. The war was absorbing attention and bringing new and distracting duties
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to those upon whose assistance | have relied in my account of early days. Besides this,

a terrible disaster came to the Davison family in the fall of 1861. My father was crippled
for life by being thrown out of a wagon in a run-away accident. His experiences had about
run the gamut of those disasters that nature brings upon farmers—drought, chinch bugs,
grasshoppers, and the army-worm. These meant increased labor, and the impairment of
resources; but while they were a terrible trial, they were not utterly discouraging. There
was always the hope that nature's balance would soon be restored, so with courage he
cheerfully worked on. But this disaster was different.

All the consequences to the family of the sad event are hardly relevant in this history,

in which an effort has been made to keep out such biographical incidents as may have
no general historic interest. But it does seem relevant to give the story of the cause of
accident to my father. Had it not been for a saloon, the accident would not have occurred,
53 and the subsequent history of his family would have been very different in many
respects. The strictly temperate habits of my father had rendered his wife and children
immediately immune to the influence of that arch enemy of the home; but, nevertheless,
he fell a victim to it through its hold upon another.

On the thirteenth day of November, 1861, father had taken a load of wheat to the market
in Racine, and mother and Cordillo, my older brother, had accompanied him. Late in the
afternoon, their business finished, they drove westward out of the city along the road which
is now Washington Street. Just outside the city limits they passed a saloon, which had
once been within the city limits, but which on account of its notorious character had been
declared a public nuisance. The proprietor had been deprived of his license and had been
obliged to leave. He had established himself on the main road, and with gambling in full
operation was getting a considerable part of the money of farmers returning home after
sales of grain or other produce—a typical “spider and fly” situation. When my parents
passed this place, they noticed six or eight teams hitched to convenient posts in front

of the saloon. Across the road was a team of gray horses not tied. The carelessness of
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their owner was commented upon. The weather was cold, and the horses—many of them
doubtless having waited a long time for their masters—were restless.

My parents had proceeded about eight miles and were approaching Kellogg's Corners
when they heard behind them the rumble of a wagon on the hard frozen turnpike. Thinking
it might be one of the saloon visiting farmers, father, whose horses were young, but well-
broken and tractable, turned out to the side of the road, stopped his team and gave the full
right-of-way to the on-coming outfit. When it came 54 up, he recognized the gray horses
previously observed, without a driver, going at a brisk pace for home, which we afterwards
learned was in Brighton. His horses seemed to sense at once an unusual situation, and
sprang suddenly to follow the other team. The sudden lurch, as the horses sprang up

from the side of the road, threw father, a large, heavy man, against the side or end of the
high spring seat on which he and mother sat, and this giving way, he was thrown to the
ground. Mother was also thrown out, but was not injured. The lines caught in the wheel
which changed the course of the horses, and caused them to run into the fence and stop.
Mother found father in the road about twenty feet back, unconscious and apparently dead.
Cordillo, who was uninjured, ran to the home of Charles DeLong where help was secured.
Mother, meanwhile, was trying to assist father, who had regained consciousness, and was
endeavoring to get up. Men carried him to the DeLong house where efforts were made to
relieve his suffering. He insisted upon being taken home, and that was done.

At the home in Paris the children had been waiting for the return of the parents and
brother. The hour was late, and the older ones were anxious. Suddenly the dog sprang
up, barked and ran at full speed up the road, for his ear had caught the familiar rumble of
the wagon. It approached very slowly, Cordillo driving. They knew at once that something
was wrong and very soon learned that father had been nearly killed. Cordillo snatched the
harness off one of the horses and mounting him started for the doctor at Union Grove, six
miles away. With the help of the children, mother got father into the house.
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[, then a child of five years, had been put to bed downstairs to await the homecoming.
Among my distinct early recollections is that of being aroused and of being told what 55
had happened, the significance of which I could not then comprehend. | recall the arrival of
Dr. Adams, the deepest impression being made by the queer lantern that he carried, and
the effect it had upon walls, floor, and ceiling when he set it down. They became spotted
with light, and the spots sometimes appeared in patterns. When the lantern moved, the
bright spots capered about. That beautiful lantern, with rounded slits in sides and top,
which emitted light from the burning candle within, is a very distinct memory—the only
phase of the tragedy | was then capable of realizing.

The doctor found no broken bones, but a terribly bruised spine. He was not a surgeon, but
a successful practitioner of the old school. There was no X-ray then to enable him to locate
the injury. What he could do he did, and was honest in his advice, differing in this respect
from another later advisor, who promised a cure by an outside application, which caused
excruciating pain, but brought no benefit. The anxiety of mother to leave nothing untried
that might bring relief gave to quackery other opportunities, with the sure result of big hills.

This sort of experimentation stopped when the patient became the inmate of the Kenosha
Water Cure, a sanitarium that had been opened in 1857 by Edgar Pennoyer, where skillful
physicians were employed. There my father spent most of the time for seven years in a
vain effort to recover from his injury, mother being with him as nurse much of the time. The
responsibilities of the home, and the direction of younger brothers and sisters devolved in
mother's absence upon Ida, the eldest daughter, who in 1861 was only fifteen years old.
As soon as father felt a little better, he would insist upon returning to the farm, and there,
attempting to do work sorely needing attention, would suffer a setback. Thus, through no
fault of his own, was this useful, 56 active, ambitious man cut off at the age of forty-seven
years and doomed to the suffering life of a semi-invalid. There came to him and to his
family some compensation for this, in the Emersonian sense, and of that | may tell later.
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Neighbors were kind, and two instances of such a manifestation | especially want to relate.
On that November day in 1861 when A. J. Davison was hurt, plans had already been
made, and invitations issued for a husking-bee at our home. He wanted to have the plans
carried out. On the evening of the party, seventy-five boys and girls, women and middle-
aged men responded. | well remember the scene in the moonlight—the laughter, the
singing, the hustle and excitement, the cry set up when loosened husks revealed a red
ear and the chase which this piece of good luck always precipitated; and the anxiety of my
mother, since more had come than were expected, lest the food prepared with the help of
women neighbors would not hold out. When the worker-guests departed, several hundred
bushels of corn lay in piles among the heaps of husks and stalks. The fall husking was
finished.

The second neighborly act occurred the next spring, 1862. It was late, and the corn on
the Davison farm had not been planted. The seed was ready, for father was able to use
his hands, and the carefully selected ears had all been shelled and awaited planting. One
morning late in June, according to some preconcerted plan, the neighbors surprised the
family by calling for the seed and announcing a planting-bee. The women came in the
afternoon. There had been organized in the neighborhood a Soldiers’ Aid Society, and
since my mother now had a new Wheeler and Wilson sewing machine, the first in the
neighborhood, our home was frequently a meeting place. On this afternoon their special
project was the making of a flag for a private company 57 called the Paris Home Guards,
composed of young men of about eighteen years of age. So while husbands and brothers
were at work in the fields, the women were putting together the red, white, and blue, and
preparing the supper for all.

At other times the Soldiers’ Aid met to make bandages or to scrape lint for use in soldiers’
hospitals. Scraps of linen of all sorts were carefully saved for this latter purpose, such

as old table cloths, towels, shirt bosoms, and old linen sheets, of which most families
were possessed by inheritance. With steel table knives, the pieces of linen, laid on a
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board or over the knee, were scraped, and the fine lint of fiber resulting from the process
was collected. We children were brought into this form of service, and many times were
assigned to scraping linen as soon as we got home from school. Small hands kept at work
until fingers and wrists ached. Every month a box of hospital supplies was sent away.
Besides the articles named, delicacies like jams and jellies were sent for the sick soldiers.

The war entailed upon women and children much harder tasks than this one. Men for
farm work could not be found. With father disabled, the brunt of the field work fell upon
the shoulders of my brothers—boys in their teens; the milking had to be done by the
female members of the family. My sisters when as young as seven or eight years were
engaged in this task. The strain on young muscles and tendons was not conducive to the
development of shapely hands, but the work had to be done.

But milking cows was not the severest labor that women and girls in such circumstances
as ours were obliged to perform. They worked in the hayfield, driving the mower, raking
(with a hand rake), a piling, pitching, loading, and unloading. They worked in the harvest
field, a girl of eleven years driving the reaper, and her sister a little older, 58 raking off, or
vice versa. While binding sheaves, which was done with their own straw, was considered
a man's art, women and girls had to acquire it. The shocking of the grain seemed to be
considered a woman's job and it required skill to do it rightly. During war times my mother
and older sisters did about all of it on our farm, while we younger children carried to them
the scattered bundles. It was considered a piece of good fortune when a young, strong,
newly-arrived German woman from “Milwaukee Woods” came and was hired to help
throughout the haying and harvest season, doing a man's work.

It was the witnessing of this hard work being done by those whom he would have spared,
which caused my father, upon his return from the sanitarium one summer, to insist upon
being allowed to drive the reaper. With the help of others and by painful effort, he was
mounted upon the seat. The experience was disastrous to him, for the jarring undid all

Memoirs of Mary D. Bradford http://www.loc.gov/resource/lhbum.04718



Library of Congress

that rest and treatment had done for the injured spine, and he was left even worse off than
before—worse in body and with hope seriously impaired.

| was too young to share much in the hard labors which circumstances imposed on the
family, but certain tasks were assigned to me, and are today not only pleasant memories,
but are appreciated for their character-education effect—the unfailing effect upon a child
of adapted work, regularly performed, and of coOperative effort, rewarded by loving
appreciation and deserved praise. As soon as | was old enough, a special piece of work
was assigned me to do; Carrie, my next older sister and pal, had hers, as probably those
who preceded us had had. It was Carrie's duty to see that potatoes in some form were
ready to prepare for breakfast. Breakfast for farm hands had to be a substantial meal.
The responsibility named was hers. She could advise with mother 59 or an older person
in charge whether those left over would be enough to warm up, or whether others must
be prepared for baking or boiling. My special duty was to see that dry kindling and wood
were ready for the kitchen fire. Chips, split pine, old shingles, selected pieces of wood
from the great woodpile—these must be gathered and in readiness before nightfall.
Sometimes, when it had rained, the oven had to be used as a drying place; but | learned
to save myself trouble when rain threatened by getting my work done before it came on,
and did so whenever it was possible. The news that an oak tree in the pasture had been
felled was very welcome, and baskets of the great chips were lugged and hoarded for
future use. When some unusual occurrence interfered with our duties, it was “up to us” to
arrange to have them done by someone else, whom we were expected to compensate by
a reciprocal favor. Thus early habits of responsibility were established.

There were other duties such as pulling mustard from the growing fields of wheat and oats,
the sight of which weed was very disturbing to my father. The feeling to my bare feet of the
soft, warm soil in the fields of green grain, and the pungent odor of the yellow-blossomed
weed are not unpleasant memories. There was also the lugging of baskets of food and
pots of hot coffee to the workers in the haying and harvest fields, and helping with the
churning of the butter. But | was not overworked, as were my older sisters and brothers
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by the general conditions imposed by the war, plus those resulting from the misfortune in
the home. | never learned to milk, and was too timid to ride on horseback alone, differing
greatly in this respect from my older sisters, especially Carrie, who was agile and daring.

| shared in many experiences that were just play. | watched the pitching of the bay in
the dusky twilight of the 60 barn, and between unloadings jumped and tumbled about in
the steadily rising pile. Soon the level reached the beam, topping the low plank partition
between the barn floor and the hay mow. Then the pile rose above it, higher and higher,
until the hay had to be pitched up instead of down or over, and a ladder was needed

to make the descent from it. The barn swallows flying in and out of the openings in the
gables were greatly agitated; their clay nests were fastened along the rafters and under
the ridge pole, and danger to their homes and families seemed to them to increase with
every intrusive load.

It was fun also to ride on the hay loads as they jolted in from the fragrant meadows; but
once something happened that was not so pleasant. Cordillo was driving, | was sitting

with brother William on the top of the high load. As it approached the door, the driver
called to the younger brother to lower the pitch fork, which was standing upright. This was
immediately done, but in the act of driving the tines in slant-wise, one of them encountered
my foot buried in the hay. It pierced the leather of my shoe and penetrated my foot in the
metatarsal region. Of course, | shrieked; my frightened brother jerked out the sharp, bright
steel point, and, | still shrieking, was lowered to the ground. Mother in the house had heard
the outcry, and hurried to the scene; blood was oozing from the hole in the leather, and the
hurt was severe. My mother knew what to do in such emergencies, and with the care she
promptly gave, any bad effect that might have resulted was obviated. For many years a
small scar showed where the cruel tine had penetrated.

But there were many pleasant experiences to counter-balance those of the opposite sort.
Our new psychology tells us of the “conditioning” of children by certain experiences, and
thus passing on into adult life peculiar likes and dislikes 61 or other idiosyncrasies. | am
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fond of rainy days—not stormy days, but those with a soft drizzle. One of my recollections
of early childhood is that of feeling a thrill of delight when | wakened on such a day. It
meant that father would not be in the fields, but in the barn, and that | could be out there
with him to watch the performance of interesting work. The running of the fanning mill was
fascinating. It was one that needed the assistance of the hired man or an elder brother.

| watched the shoveling of the grain from the bin into the measure, the pouring of it into
the hopper of the fanning mill, the turning of the crank by a strong arm, and the immediate
surprising effect of the whirlwind set up within the mill—dirt and chaff flying out behind

it, and clean wheat pouring out into a measure placed in front to receive it. | saw this
grain put into clean bags marked A.J.D. with red paint, an association that helped the
learning of these letters later. Sometimes these bags of grain would go to the Perkins
flour mill in Burlington and would come home as white and graham flour, middlings and
bran. Sometimes this grain was destined for the market at Racine or Kenosha. When the
cleaning of grain was not the rainy-day occupation, there was something else of interest
going on; questions were patiently answered, and | was interested and happy.

In the fall the children anticipated the coming of the “thrashers” with greater pleasure than
did the women of the household. To the latter it meant two or more days of hard work in
preparation for that coming. A large company of hearty men would have to be fed, most

of them two, a few of them three meals a day. | remember that in preparation a large
boiled or baked ham and other meats, loaves of bread, pans of pork and beans, rows of
apple pies, and dozens of doughnuts were made ready. But to us younger children 62
threshing time meant “reserved seats” on the corncrib steps, and the joy of watching all the
proceedings.

We saw the great red machine drawn in by several spans of horses. First, a strong,

heavy contraption was staked down, with much swinging of sledge hammers—this some
distance from the stacks of grain. Into this, several long sweeps or wooden bars were fixed
to which horses would be hitched, to be driven round and round in a circle. We saw the
little platform where the driver would sit. The tumbling rod was pointed out to us, and we
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were especially charged never to get near it when it was moving. Other contrivances for
the transmission of power were probably explained to us. The huge thing, called, for some
reason unknown to us, the “separator,” was put in place, with its straw-carrier pointed in
the direction desired. A long ladder was placed up against one of the high conical stacks,
and a man mounted it to the top. He removed its grass thatch and threw it down, then
pitched off a few bundles of grain until he could find a foot-hold on that lofty pile. Men to
stack the straw, those to feed the bundles into the machine, and others to take care of

the grain were in their places. When everything was ready, the horses were started, the
tumbling rod began to revolve, belts moved wheels, and a grinding, rattling noise came
from the big machine. A man up in front of the machine caught a bundle pitched to him,
cut its band, passed it on to another man who spread it out and shoved it headfirst into the
toothed maw of the machine. Out of a spout flowed the grain, up the long sloping carrier
moved the despoiled straw. It poured out on the roof of the long cattle shed, covered it
deep and flowed over into the cattle yard beyond. The great straw stack, extended as
needed by pitching and repitching, reached from the barn as far eastward as its barrier
service was needed. Snugly walled in by depths of straw against

CARRIE AND MARY Aged twelve and ten years, respectively. (Taken from small tintype)

63 the cold north wind were the stalls for the cows, and pens for calves and sheep. While
we watched the growing straw stack, the grain, chiefly wheat but sometimes oats or
barley, was being transported to the bins in the barn. A careful tally was kept, and the
farmer finally knew what his plowing, sowing, reaping, binding, shocking, pitching, loading,
hauling, unloading, stacking, “unstacking,” and threshing all amounted to.

Today, on a western farm, a little girl watching harvesting operations would see a great
machine, engine drawn, eliminating all these operations between reaping and threshing,
and adding to the latter the bagging of the grain which, dropped along its course, awaited
transportation to store house or market. For little girls “with reserved seats” on the corncrib
steps, this phase of farming seems to have lost some of its interest.
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And besides this, the machine age has deprived her of many other joys, for which,
perhaps, other have been substituted. But what could be so interesting as the excursions
into the field with lunches for the harvesters, or the rides on loads of grain bundles, or
watching the building of the stacks with their beautifully curved outline,—for which my
father and his sons after him were noted,—or watching the roofing of these stacks with
long slough grass, which was securely moored to the stack tops by ropes of the same
placed criss-cross, with heavy sticks of wood dangling at their ends, or circular tracks
made by the feet of the horses at threshing time which made an appropriate ring later for
cavorting circus horses and other sports, or straw stacks on which to slide down, or play
hide-and-seek in and about! A loss of joy chargeable to a progressive age.

As to the women concerned with the culinary accompaniments of threshing time, their
task of filling hungry stomachs 64 has, probably without protest from them, been greatly
reduced.

Apologies are, perhaps, due my readers for this long detour into the field of personal and
family experiences. But now we return to school, and to education, not incidental, but
purposed.

As the war progressed, the scarcity of well-qualified men teachers increased and “In 1864
no attempt was made by the Wisconsin State Teachers’ Association to hold its annual
summer meeting because so many of its members were absent in the army fighting to
preserve the Union.”1

1 C. E. Patzer, Public Education in Wisconsin, 69.

One winter during the war William Emmett taught in District No. 5. He was unable to
control the school, and used methods of discipline against which the parents revolted—
an encouraging evidence that the educational right hand was coming to question what the
educational left hand was doing. An illustration of what he did is cited just for purposes

of comparison with the more enlightened treatment of children now. It is remembered by
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my younger sister, a member of the primer class, that for inability to spell “does” she and
two other little children were punished by being put in different corners of the school room,
faces to wall, and ordered to keep their eyes on their books—to study the word “does,”
probably, which they could not see through their tears. When one was caught looking

off the book, the big man bumped her head into the corner. The fact that there was a
protruding nail in one of the corners tended to increase the impression of this experience.
For this and other evidences of inefficiency this teacher soon gave place to another.

One winter term was taught by John Downey, whose family was mentioned in the second
chapter, and who was not drafted for the war, because he was the mainstay of the family.
65 John was not especially well prepared for the work, and he knew it; but a man teacher
was needed, and no one else was available. He was honest and earnest, possessed good
common sense, and was not a failure. A little old book, which | treasure, gives the date
of his service in District No. 5. On the front flyleaf the information is conveyed that it was
presented to me for “exceeding” those in my class in spelling—a promise in a nine-year-
old that did not later show fulfillment in a practical way, but which is readily accounted for
in the case of a visual-minded child at a time when “excellence in spelling” meant ability
to memorize the letter-sequence of long and difficult words, and not, as now, mastery of
word-forms needed in the written expression of thought.

On the back flyleaf is this: “Present. This is to certify that Miss Mary Davison for
deportment and attention to studies merits the approbation of her teacher. John Downey,
Teacher. Paris, Wisconsin, March 27th, 1865.”

This little book seems to me to be worthy of brief comment, since it was a forerunner

of really interesting children's books. It was copyrighted in 1842, and is of 16mo size; it
bears the title Scripture Stories for Children and Youth by the author of American Popular
Lessons, Tales from American History, and others. It is illustrated with wood engravings.
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The preface, after setting forth the author's purposes, very sound according to modern
ideals, closes with this apologetic sentence: “It is hoped that no offense is given in these
pages to any Christian, and that they will prove useful to children of all denominations.”—
Signed “Author” (name not given).

Other teachers of District No. 5 between 1860 and 1868 did not leave with me such a
durable, tangible evidence of their services, although every one of them must have made
66 some contribution to my educational progress, even though little of a specific nature is
recalled. Among these teachers were Mary Sniffin, Henry Tinkham, James Oliver, George
Spence from Somers Township, and Charles Woodworth of Pleasant Prairie.

In the summer of 1864, a housekeeper was found to take charge of the farm home in

the periodical absences of my mother, and Ida again went to Chicago to live at the home
of Uncle B. F. Davison. While this was a change for her, it did not mean rest or leisure.
Besides being expected to help with the house work, she had partial change of the rather
difficult youngest child of the family, a boy of five or six years, who, today, as Dr. John
Thorne Davison is a well known physician in Stockton, California. In the fall she entered
the eighth grade of the Washington School on Indiana Street, the principal at that time
being R. B. Cutter. Her age was above that of most of the pupils; but she was ambitious
to improved this opportunity for schooling, and since time after school was used for other
studies, midnight often found her at her lessons.

The relating of this bit of family history would be in doubtful taste, except the fact that

she was in Chicago in April, 1865, when the closing events of the Civil War were taking
place. Her account of happenings in a Chicago school during those stirring days,—of how
news was obtained and spread before there were telephones, of how distant errands

were performed before the time of speedy bicycles, and automobiles, and when street car
facilities were limited,—all these seem to warrant the inclusion of her recital as a part of
this narrative, although it is only indirectly connected with the main subject. She recalls two
very exciting days, about a week apart, in early April, 1865. | wish
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IDA A. DAVISON, 1846-1931 The main-stay of the family, as she looked in 1883.

67 that | could reproduce here the dramatic effect with which | have heard my sister tell
to young listeners—nephews and nieces and later to their children—the story of what
happened in that large upper grade of the Washington School, Chicago, on those exciting
mornings. This, without variation as to content, she has recently, at my request, repeated
to me. Thinking that these unusual personal reminiscences of the Civil War should not be
lost, | give them a place in these pages.

On Monday morning, April 3, flags were observed flying from public buildings, but when
school had opened the cause of this was not known.

The principal, Mr. Cutter, referring to the flags, said, “Something very important must have
happened. | want three of the fastest runners in this school to go down town to get the
news!”

There were many boys who thought themselves qualified and eagerly exclaimed, “Let me
go!”

Three were picked, and orders given with military precision, “You, John, to the Times! You,
Tom, to the Tribune! You, Charles, to the Journal!” Then they were off.

After whispered directions to a boy to go to all lower grade rooms and tell the teachers to
dismiss their schools and come upstairs, the principal said, “Now, let's sing while we wait.”
Instantly the school pianist, a little Jewish boy, Julius Hyman, was in his place.

“What shall we sing?” asked Mr. Cutter.

When in response a boy shouted, “When Johnny Comes Marching Home Again,” an
unrestrained shout went up, and Julius’ prelude was followed by spirited singing. This was
followed by other songs: “Tramp, Tramp, Tramp, the Boys are Marching,” “Rally Round the
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Flag, Boys,” “Three 68 Cheers for the Red, White, and Blue,” and “Tenting Tonight on the
Old Camp Ground.”

In twenty minutes the first panting messenger was back with the news that Petersburg
had been captured the previous day. In thirty minutes the others came with the same
news. Briefly Mr. Cutter, deeply moved, explained the significance of the event reported.
With Petersburg, the stronghold to the south of Richmond captured, the capital of the
Confederacy would soon be in the possession of the Union Army.

Then he said, “This is a great event. | cannot keep school at such a time. You are
dismissed for the day!”

Even as he spoke, so history tells us, the Union Army was entering Richmond, where
Lincoln himself followed the next day.

Just a week from that day, Monday, April 10, signal flags were again flying. The evening
before something had happened in Chicago that had caused great alarm throughout

the city. Lights went out; the gas supply had been cut off at its source. There were near
Chicago at that time at Camp Douglas, a large number of Confederate prisoners, and
fear existed in the public mind of an outbreak there. Rumors were abroad of the possible
delivery of these prisoners with the aid of sympathizers secretly operating in Chicago. It
was understood that if such an event should occur, the city would be immediately plunged
into darkness. At the city gas works on Sunday evening, April 9, excitement among the
people being observed, it was thought that the time had come, and hence, the darkness.
In the home of B. F. Davison on North Carpenter Street, as in others throughout the city,
candles and kerosene lamps were lit. At bedtime it was not known what happened, but by
midnight 69 serious apprehension was relieved in this home by word brought by a special
messenger that Lee had surrendered.

But this news does not seem to have reached Mr. Cutter, and seeing the flags, he again
sent runners and the program of the Monday previous was carried out. When the first
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messenger burst into the room with the news that Lee had surrendered, and the other

panting runners followed close with the same report, pupils shouted and teachers wept
for joy. This was the news long awaited; it meant the end for the terrible war. Boys and
girls were told to hurry home to tell their parents that the war was over, and to wait the

newspapers for the details of the great event.

The news of Lee's surrender reached our farm neighborhood in the early evening of April
10, and a great bonfire was built by my brothers in the road to celebrate it. Attracted by
the shouting and the blaze, a crowd of neighboring young people soon gathered. There
was no wise counsel to check and guide their enthusiasm, and | recall that travelers along
the road were obliged to rein out and guide their frightened horses by the fire. Stopping to
complain or chide, they got the news and, forgetting their ire, hurried on to carry to other
neighborhoods the joyful tidings that the war was over!

Just by way of contrast, and as a reminder of the privileges of our time, | cite a recent
occurrence of national interest, namely, the arrival of the Byrd Antartic Expedition in New
York harbor on June 18, 1930, and their landing on the following day, when the doings of
every moment were instantaneously made known to radio listeners all over the country.

The week of April 10 that brought such rejoicing throughout the North, included at its

end the fatal fourteenth and fifteenth which brought world-wide mourning. On Saturday
morning, the fifteenth, it was observed that 70 flags were flying at half mast and my uncle
was very anxious.

Suddenly, while the family was at breakfast, a neighbor appeared at the door with:
“Captain Davison, have you heard the news?” His white face foretold the tragedy. In an
intense, low voice came the words: “They got our president last night—shot him!”

There were other white faces, and a more seriously alarming effect upon the devoted
admirer of Lincoln, who sat at the head of the table. Millions of citizens received at their
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breakfast tables this awful intelligence from Washington, “which fell with the crushing and
stunning effect of an unspeakable calamity.”2

2 “This was the first time the telegraph had been called upon to spread over the world
tidings of such deep and mournful significance; ....” See Nicolay and Hay, Abraham
Lincoln, x, 314

This week ended the school term in Chicago, and Ida was ready to go home for the spring
vacation of one week. Amid scenes of great excitement, she finally reached the depot and
was put aboard the train for Kenosha. There she was met by another, who had heard the
rumor that had rapidly spread throughout the city and into the country, but who still hoped
that it might be unfounded. As they drove along the Burlington Road, people came out to
ask for later news, and to learn, if possible, some details of the strategy, the newspapers
having not yet reached them. Among them was Mrs. Gray, whose son John, one of the
first to enlist, had died, and whose personal grief now seemed to suffer an overwhelming
accession.

When vacation closed, Ida went back to Chicago to resume school, expecting then to
complete the eighth grade at the close of the spring term. She was there when, on May 1
and 2, that city participated in the funeral obsequies of Lincoln. Before giving an account of
her impression of that 71 event, a brief review of the history of that funeral pageant seems
relevant.

The funeral services in Washington had occurred on Wednesday, April 19. It was

finally arranged that the funeral cortege should follow, in a reversed order of procedure,
substantially the same route over which Lincoln had come to Washington in 1861, “to take
possession of the office to which he had given a new dignity and value for all time.”3 As
soon as this plan was announced and it was known that Lincoln would be buried at his
old home, Springfield, Illinois, every town and city on the route begged that the train might
halt within its limits and give the people the opportunity of testifying to their grief and their
reverence. For two weeks the body of the “Martyr-Chief” had been carried from place to
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place and everywhere were symbols of mourning. Everywhere .... the Nation he had led,
With ashes on her head, Wept with the passion of an angry grief:4

3 1bid., 319. 4 James Russell Lowell, Poetical Works, “Commemoration Ode,” 386.

Multitudes had gathered and had waited through long hours for an opportunity to join
processions, which sometimes for twenty-four hours in unbroken line streamed by the
open coffin. The body arrived in Chicago on the morning of May 1.

In that city, all high school, and seventh and eighth grade pupils were included in the
public demonstration of respect. Those of the Washington School located on Indiana
Street assembled early on that morning, each with a badge of black and white ribbon
made into a rosette. Difficulty had been experienced in getting the needed material, as the
demand throughout the city had completely exhausted the supply. 72 The badge worn by
my sister, partly made of home adapted material, is kept as a memento of the occasion.
At eight o'clock the long march from school to the down town section began. The body lay
in state at the courthouse “under a canopy of sombre richness, inscribed with that noble
Hebrew lament, ‘The beauty of Israel is slain upon thy high places.” The courthouse was
located then, as now, between Washington and Randolph streets. Each school had its
assigned station in that vicinity in some side street opening upon the main thoroughfare.
In that locality thousands of boys and girls assembled. Hour after hour they waited while
the procession of men and women streamed through the courthouse. It was two o'clock
in the afternoon before the order came for the schools to move. Many pupils had become
so weary with the long walk, with the standing for hours throughout the noon time without
food or drink, that they had sunk down quite exhausted upon the pavement of the street
to rest. Now they gladly started up, going west on Washington Street and mounting the
courthouse steps six abreast. It was an impressive experience for these children to be a
part of such an imposing funeral pageant. At the entrance stood an officer, who separated
the column, which passed three and three on each side of the great catafalque. With

awe and reverence, naturally commingled with curiosity, they moved forward; but these
emotions soon gave place to others. Some one, thinking that impressionable children
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should be spared the sight of the dead face, had caused the coffin lid to be closed. To the
young patriots, many of them of high school age, this seemed an act of injustice and their
inward reaction to it was immediate. Disappointed and angry, they moved down the north
steps and dispersed to their homes with this unfortunate emotional association, which
must surely have been less desirable and more lasting 73 than the impression that would
have been left by the glimpse of the dead face of him whom they had come to honor. |
wonder how many of that youthful throng did as one is known to have done, who found a
place the next day with an adult companion in the “mighty stream of humanity” and passed
again by the coffin, then open.

| will close this account indirectly connected with my theme, with another historical
reference, the reading of which has always impressed me deeply and of which my readers
may be glad to be reminded. At the ceremonies of the Lincoln burial at Springfield on

May 4, there were read over his grave the words of the Second Inaugural Address, which
reading has been likened to the choice by the friends of Raphael of the incomparable
canvas of the “Transfiguration” as the chief ornament of his funeral.”1

1 Nicolay and Hay, op. cit., x, 323

After this long disgression, my story of School District No. 5 is now resumed. Mention

will be made of two more teachers of this decade. My sister, Ida, had gained enough in
scholarship in that Chicago eighth grade to enable her to pass, in the spring of 1866, the
examination for a teacher's certificate in Kenosha County, and she taught the home school
that summer.

A later teacher well remembered was Ellen Barter of Pleasant Prairie, Kenosha County, a
graduate of the Kenosha high school, class of 1865. She taught our school for two terms,
the winter of 1867-68, and the following summer. The former term brought to the school
some large boys whom she was especially skillful in managing. She introduced the singing
of new and popular songs, and displayed a sympathetic 74 understanding of young people
and their interests. Better pay offered by the Chicago schools attracted her there, and she
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taught in that city a number of years, until her marriage to a Mr. Shove of Minneapolis. Her
daughter, Helen B. Shove, is now the principal of one of the large Minneapolis elementary
schools, and has, for a decade or more, been active in the National Education Association.
With Miss Barter my account of teachers in District No. 5 closes.

In the fall of 1866 a great grief came to our home. This was the death on September 4,

of Cordillo, the elder son and brother. In Racine, where after the summer farm work was
done, he had gone to learn a trade, he contracted typhoid fever, and died a few days after
coming home. In the fall of 1868 the farm was sold, and we moved to Kenosha.

My account of nearly two decades in School District No. 5, so far as it has dealt with the
school itself, is but a corroboration of the old maxim, “As is the teacher, so is the school.”
In the next chapter. | will tell of other factors affecting school efficiency and of educational
influences other than the school.

CHAPTER IV SCHOOL AND HOME TRAINING

THERE are three factors that chiefly affect the successful functioning of public schools.
While the teacher is, no doubt, the most important of these, two others are very important;
indeed, many believe that these to a considerable degree condition the success of even
excellent teachers. | refer to supervision and the course of study.

The community about which | have been writing was not much involved in the system of
district supervision established by the territorial law of 1839. This farcical arrangement
might well be passed over except for its use in tracing the evolution of that important
phase of educational development—supervision. Under the law referred to, there was
certainly no lack of supervision—on paper. The three school officials of every district were
required by the law to visit the schools in their district. Besides these, there were elected
at the town meeting each year five other persons to be inspectors of all the school districts
of the town. Thus a school might be visited by eight officials. “But since these men knew
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little or nothing about the technicalities of the work of teaching, this inspection even when
carried out, as it rarely was, was nothing short of farcical.”1

1 Patzer, Public Education . ..., 54.

The next step in the evolution of supervision came about in 1848, when the office of town
superintendent was created. This official was elected for a term of one year at the annual
town meeting. The duties of the office were important. “He apportioned the school moneys,
collected school statistics 76 and transmitted his reports to the county clerk and made

an annual report to the state superintendent. He examined and licensed teachers and
annulled certificates. He supervised the instruction and advised teachers and district
boards in regard to courses of study and school discipline.”2

2 Ibid, 55.

But important as his duties were, there were no specifications in the law as to the
gualifications of the person—a man, of course, at that time—who should be elected to
this office of town superintendent. Perhaps had a proper standard of qualifications been
specified, it would have been difficult to find in each town a candidate for the office who
would have met the requirements. The duties were considered as not needing much time,
and the pay was suited to this view. According to the law, the town superintendent was
allowed “one dollar a day for every day actually and necessarily devoted by him in his
official capacity to the service of the town.”

| will quote statements from two who experienced the operation of this law. The first is by
Morris D. Dodge, who on December 12, 1929, wrote me from his home in Cedar Rapids,
lowa. Mr. Dodge was born at Salem Center, Kenosha County, in 1846; he went to school
there and afterwards taught in the county. He says: “Until the early ‘60's the township
system was in force, whereby each township had a superintendent of schools, elected, |
think, for one year. It was rather amusing to think of some old farmer, who had never had
the advantages even of a country school education, sitting down to examine a prospective
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teacher as to his or her qualifications to instruct the boys and girls of those early days in
things far beyond what the superintendent had ever attained.”

77

Mrs. Harriet Northway Burgess of Bristol, Kenosha County, began her teaching under the
township system of supervision. She says that these superintendents had queer ideas

of what should indicate proper qualifications to teach, and gives this instance: “l was
asked to draw a map of the counties of Ireland. | wasn't able to do it, but somehow passed
muster"—an instance of commendable magnanimity on the part of the examiner! or were
candidates scarce at the time, who were able to reach this superintendent's standard of
proper qualifications to “train the young idea how to shoot?”

The town of Paris was fortunate in having as its superintendent Dr. Ammon P. Adams,

a physician and surgeon residing in Union Grove, Racine County—the family physician
of the Davisons. He served as town superintendent most, if not all, of the time this law
was in operation. He was an educated man, a native of Vermont, who came to Racine
County in 1846. Interested in schools, he did much for the upbuilding of educational ideals
in Paris. Being a very popular physician, he went to all parts of the town, and never failed
to visit the schools in the vicinity of his patients, even if his stay there must be short. He
sometimes held evening meetings attended by parents and older pupils when he would
discuss some topic of educational interest and demonstrate methods of instruction. One
such meeting | remember, or, perhaps, it was a regular school visit; anyway, | must have
been very young since county superintendents superseded the town superintendents on
January 1, 1862. At the time referred to, Dr. Adams, whose specialty seemed to have
been geography, gave a model exercise on Italy at the blackboard. It was probably not
announced as such. As he talked, the map grew under his hand, and soon there stood
78 the boot-shaped country. As the physical features were added to the outline, events
associated with them were told.
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Something more about this exceptional man may be permitted. Dr. Adams was also a
good teacher of Sunday School music. Our religious privileges out in the country were
rather limited, but Elder Reuben Deming, one of the pioneer settlers of Kenosha, would
occasionally come out to Paris and preach in the schoolhouse in a neighboring district to
the south of ours. Elder Deming was a Methodist of liberal views and broad sympathies.
His sermons were always appreciated by the country folks who gathered to hear him,
and our whole family went, baby and all. To quiet the restlessness of her little brood, my
mother always carried a supply of cookies in her reticule. At the proper time these were
slipped to us, and as we quietly nibbled and absorbed, a very favorable impression of
church going and sermons was created in our young minds—a wise procedure, since
children, as well as adults are not apt to fall in love either with people or with experiences
that bore them. After the church program came the Sunday School, and Dr. Adams

was there to lead the music. He would sometimes conduct a song service, which the
congregation gladly attended. It was long after noon when the family reached home.

Benoni L. Dodge,* brother of the man who wrote from Cedar Rapids, as already quoted,
was the first county superintendent of Kenosha County under the new law, which went into
effect in 1862. The first certificate that he signed under this law was issued to the woman
whom | have previously quoted, Mrs. Harriet Northway Burgess of Bristol. It is dated April
26, 1862, and now, properly framed, is in the possession of the Kenosha County Historical
Society and hangs in a display case in their exhibit room in the courthouse.

* B. L. Dodge died on July 10, 1931, aged 94 years. 79

B. L. Dodge was later superintendent of schools of Palatine, Illinois, then of Winnetka, and
finally of Oak Park, where he held that position for many years. He still lives there, and on
December 7, 1929, passed his ninety-third birthday, at which time the event was notably
celebrated by that city.

Following Mr. Dodge as superintendent of Kenosha County was Lyden W. Briggs, also
a native of Kenosha County. He was, for many years, a member of the faculty of the
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Oshkosh Normal School, his death occurring in Oshkosh, September 21, 1921, after forty-
three years of service in that school, and a total of sixty years as a teacher. Work in the
schools of Sheboygan and Green Bay preceded his going to Oshkosh.

This seems an appropriate place to introduce something about school sanitation in those
early times; again | quote from the letter of Mrs. Burgess. She began her country school

teaching in 1861, and tells of conditions which my experiences in my first school, eleven

years later, closely paralleled.

“Eleven years later!” said a young woman who read this, “I taught a country school more
than fifty years later and had the same experience.”

Mrs. Burgess says: “The teachers were expected to do all necessary labor in caring for the
house, and were expected to clean the woodwork, desks, and floor, if it were ever done.
They built the fire and were criticised as being very particular when wash basin and towels,
and other articles seemingly necessary to sanitation were asked for.”

Again | am to contrast conditions in District No. 5 with this picture. It is remembered that
there the cleaning of the schoolhouse was regularly done, and was a sort of 80 gala
occasion, participated in by as many helpers as were needed—more than were needed
usually being present. A big caldron was carried to the school grounds, set up, filled with
water, and a roaring fire built under it. Men and women were on the job and, as | well
remember, a few privileged children also. With plenty of soft soap and sand, the floor was
scrubbed until it was as white as a clean kitchen floor; windows, desks, and woodwork
were thoroughly washed, and the stove and stovepipe cleaned out and blackened. This
took place in the fall before the winter term began, and in the spring vacation between
terms. Somebody, sometime, in that district had set the precedent, and the cleaning as
described was continued as long as my family lived in the district. This act of decency was
probably not confined to this district, but | know that the custom did not prevail generally,
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as is evidenced by Mrs. Burgess’ experiences and my own in the first school | taught,
which will be described in another chapter.

The unsanitary methods of water supply were mentioned in a previous chapter. To one
who many remark, “Well, what of it? Weren't you all as well as children are now?” | would
say, that twice our family nearly lost one of its members from typhoid fever, a sister being
very ill for a long time one summer, and an older sister at another time. Since each time
no other member of the family was affected, the sickness seems traceable to an outside
cause, probably the school.

The cause of study has been mentioned as another factor influencing school efficiency.
The subjects to be taught in the district schools were specially named for the first time

in the school code of 1849. They were orthography, reading, writing, English grammar,
geography, and arithmetic. The district board was authorized to include, as it might deem
necessary and advisable, “other branches of study.”

81

There was no grading which would afford parents and teachers a standard or proper
measure of progress. At the time considered right for doing so, pupils started a particular
study, and went ahead as fast as they could. Progress made was reported to the next
teacher, who, either doubting the ability of his predecessor, or realizing the devastating
effect on a child's memory of a long intervening vacation, would often put the child back in
the work, to do it all over again. With interest thus arrested, he moped along, or, for self-
preservation from complete boredom, impressed himself upon the teacher and school in
some other way and gained a reputation for being troublesome. And here | will mention
what | consider one redeeming condition of the one-room, mixed-grade school. It afforded
the opportunity for younger pupils, when unoccupied, to listen to the recitations of the
older ones—to listen, wonder, admire, and catch a vision of similar future achievement for
themselves; also to pick up information which they were apperceptively prepared for.
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Reading was the first study undertaken. In the previous chapter | have told of my
experiences in being taught by Helen Perkins. The primer then alluded to was of the
Sander's series. It had a glossy green paper cover, worn off at the corners, with brown
pasteboard showing beneath. It was inherited from my next older sister. | knew it by heart,
and, given the cue, | could have repeated the words of any page, standing on my head or
in any other disconcerting attitude. At the beginning of the book was printed the alphabet
—capitals and small letters. The reading matter started with words of two letters and
progressed to those of three and more. There were pictures! With the first lesson was that
of an ax learning against a log, and accompanying it such stimulating sentences as, “Is

it an ax? It is an ax. An 82 ax it is,” and, if possible, other permutations of these words.
Farther on, with a suitable picture, came a lesson with words of three letters, “Is the fox on
the box? The fox is on the box. See the fox on the box.” A copy of this delectable book is
not at hand, and the writer quotes from memory, but is quite sure that this description is
essentially true. Compare this desert approach to the realm of literature with the paradise
into which children are introduced today. But it had not then been discovered that the
sentence “Hiawatha is a little Indian boy” is as easily mastered as “It is an ax.” The appeal
of the poetic to a child is illustrated by the joy I felt when | reached in this primer a sort

of oasis in the desert. It was a picture of a meadow with a large tree in perspective, and
showed the sun peeping over the horizon and radiating streaks of light. The sentences
ran something like this, “The sun is up and it is day. The dew is on the grass and hay.”

| remember when a new set of readers, the National series, was introduced, and what

an impetus it furnished to interest in reading. The school readers at that time provided

for most families the only broad view they had of literature, and this, although meager

and disconnected, included poetry and prose of enduring literary value, which repetition
impressed upon the memory, and “growing thought brought growing revelation.”

Spelling, or orthography, as it was named in the law, and or-tho-gra” phy as it was
sometimes designated in dignified speech, was considered a very important subject
of the course of study. Spelling books were compiled, not with the idea of today, of
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helping pupils in the mastery of word-forms commonly needed in written expression of
thought at succeeding stages of development, but to furnish a comprehensive list, graded
according to difficulty, monosyllabic words being followed by words of two, three, four,
and more 83 syllables, culminating in orthographic monstrosities like “metempsychosis”
and “latitudinarian.” Children were expected to go through such a spelling book and were
praised for doing so, even while they misspelled simple words like “which” and “what” in
their letters to their grandmothers.

Oral spelling dominated in early times and still and holds a place in school exercises,
although written spelling and writing of sentences from dictation did partially supersede it.
Last year when communities all over the state were swept into an oral spelling epidemic by
a competitive contagion started by a Milwaukee newspaper, | was interested in attending
the finals in a county contest. | came away disturbed in mind, for a syllabication was
almost entirely ignored by these representatives of schools throughout a county. It is not
my purpose here to discuss the reasons for continuing the practice of oral spelling, but in
the case of polysyllabic words, the teaching of right syllabication seems to me to be one of
these reasons. Right syllabication helps pronunciation, and, therefore, aids in oral reading
—about the only justification for the mastery of long difficult words, which the ordinary
person never uses in his written expression.

In that old-fashioned oral spelling there was syllabication. To make sure of it, polysyllabic
word were not only spelled a syllable at a time, but each syllable was pronounced after the
letters in it were given; when the second syllable was spelled, it was hitched to the first and
the two pronounced together; with still longer words, this moving forward and hitching up
continued until the word came out completed.

Here is a classical illustration: “Constantinople.”

Pupil: “C-o0-n, Con: s-t-a-n, stan, Constan; t-i, ti, Constanti; n-o, no, Constantino; p-I-e, pl,
Constantinople.”
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While now we think that pausing at the end of each syllable accomplishes the same
purpose in word-form mastery 84 as did the old-time rigmarole, it was better to have the
old rigmarole than no syllabication, which characterized the spelling contest mentioned.
There was pausing between the utterances of successive letter groups, but this was done
with no regard to the pronunciation of the word. It may have had some mnemonic purpose
for the child.

Here are some samples heard and taken down at the time, the dash indicating the place of
pause: “kn-ow-led-ge, go-vern-ment, br-ea-the, aw-kw-ard, ce-ll-ar, sc-hol-ar, happ-in-ess.

The list of words which was compiled at the office of the state superintendent was

a sensible one, a marked improvement over those which long ago were used to
stimulate the orthographic efforts of children. But why divorce right letter sequence from
pronunciation and etymology?

There is an old saying that what you would put into the thought of the nation, you must
first put into the schools. | am moved to add that what you would put into the schools you
must have put into the teacher-training schools. Especially is this true in its application to
pedagogical technics.

An exercise in spelling in the older days involved practice in self-control as well as
memory. Toes must be kept on a crack, or if the boards ran the other way, on a chalk

line; and woe to the one who became so interested in spelling as to forget this important
requirement. He might lose his place! The goal of ambition was to pass to the head of

the class by spelling a word or words which some one in the line above had missed, and
passing up to the place the one missing had occupied. Careful record was kept of those
who “left off at the head,” and a reward was sometimes given to the one with the best
score. It was a sort of a game—simulated by certain social games today, except that in the
oral-spelling game consolation prizes were not awarded those with the 85 poorest scores.
They might, however, have received “dunce caps.”
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The proper time to begin to teach writing was when the child was old enough and had,

in some way, acquired skill enough to use a pen without the danger of mussing himself
with ink. Then he was provided with a copy book and was taught to write. Previous to this
stage, when | was seized with the desire to express myself, | printed the words. Practice in
doing that had been afforded by the regular requirement of filling my slate with the printed
copy of an assigned page in the reader.

Older pupils attended evening writing schools in the schoolhouse. They took with them
candles, and either a candlestick or a bottle to hold the light; or they stuck the candle

to the desk by letting melted tallow drip until a proper puddle was formed into which

the candle was stuck and held until it was fast. So there were not only candlesticks

but candles stuck. Kerosene lamps later took the place of candles. When the pupils
arrived, the writing master was, perhaps, in the act of placing upon the blackboard a

most wonderful display of shaded flourishes, which finally developed into an eagle with
wings spread and with fierce beak and talons, or into a dove of peace—all this without
removing the chalk! This exhibition seemed to be the regularly required evidence of ability
to teach boys and girls to write. | believe that the eagle was considered superior to the
dove as evidence. His credentials thus presented, he collected his fees and proceeded
with his work. A synthetic method was followed of requiring practice, first on strokes called
“principles,” and then combining these into letters.

The next subject named in the law was English grammar. The text book in our school was
Clark's. It taught an interesting system of diagraming—not simple lines as in the 86 Reed
and Kellogg grammars of later days, but by the use of sausage-shaped enclosures, of
lengths varying according to the stretch of the words to be enclosed in them. From a firmly
taut series of longitudinal links, there were suspended differently contrived appendages of
smaller links. To watch some big girl go to the board and draw this intricate picture of links,
and write words within them, furnished me fascinating occupation; and | looked forward

to the time when | too, should study grammar, and use my hands in this diverting way.
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The time came in the summer of 1867 when | was in my eleventh year. Although | had for
several years been expressing my thought in letters to my grandmother, and had managed
with complete and quite undisturbed disregard of capitals and punctuation to make myself
understood, | as yet knew nothing about word relationships from the grammatical point

of view. | did not realize what such relationship had to do with the shape of the diagram
and the placement of the imprisoned words. | had learned and recited word for word the
definitions with which the textbook began, and finally | was sent to the board to diagram

a sentence. Having something of an eye for symmetry, and some skill in drawing and
writing, | arranged a beautiful series of links and appendages, and proceeded to write

in these the words of the sentence, with due regard to length and order. | shall never
forget what followed. The older pupils snickered, and the teacher unable to conceal her
amusement, came to me and quietly suggested that | erase my work. The ridicule left a
scar on my sensitive soul; shame for something, | knew not what, caused me to hung

my head and hide my face. It was several years after that before | had developed the
understanding of thought relationship, to express which a diagram may be used as a

sort of brief code. Besides formal diagraming, there was much parsing with very strict
adherence 87 to order of procedure. Ability to do these formal things seemed to be the
aim, little thought being given, apparently, to what it was all for. It had always been done,
and traditional practice should not be questioned.

One could speak with utter disregard of grammatical usage, and still rank as excellent

in grammar, as did the girl, who was the crack parser of the class inn which Pope's “An
Essay on Man” was furnishing material for advanced practice, and who announced to the
teacher, upon entering the school one morning: “Them sentences in today's lesson is the
hardest we've had, but | can analyze and parse ‘em all.”

It is unnecessary to comment on the change from then to now, when stress is first laid on
right practice in habit forming and theory deferred until later.
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The next subject named in the law was geography. The study usually began with the use
of a small-sized book, which bore about the same relation to the large-sized book as a
mature dwarf bears to a normal man.

There was the same formal approach with question and answer: “What is the earth?”
Answer, “The earth is a planet on which we live.”

“What is the shape of the earth?”

Answer, “The earth is round, like a ball,” and so on for several pages.

It is recalled that a certain teacher, following the customary practice of displaying the
thoroughness of her teaching by putting her children through their geographical paces
without a hitch, was entirely disconcerted and the children seemingly overwhelmed by the
difficulty of a visitor's question, “Has anyone in this class ever seen the earth?”

The same dead formality here, the same memory work as in grammar!
88

In higher classes locational geography was stressed, and teachers’ examinations seemed
to indicate its importance. The ready association of places and names on the world map
is a valuable acquisition, but geography as a study then was not vital, was not a “social
study” although the teacher with real insight might have made it so. Child life in other
lands, customs of distant peoples were not featured then. Lists of products of other lands
were memorized without learning what all this had to do with us.

Arithmetic was usually the dominating subject of the program, and my correspondent in
Cedar Rapids, lowa, Mr. Dodge, thinks that arithmetic was better taught in the old days
than now. He says: “Then education was practical, such as was needed in our every-day
life. Now, very much of the school work is very superficial. ... In those early days any boy
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of twelve or fourteen could take a ten-foot pole and measure a pile of wood, the capacity
of a crib, a granary, or a cistern. Today many college students hardly know what a ten-
foot pole or a yard stick is, much less how to use them. Many great men and women have
come out from those country schools well equipped to tackle the problems of life, because
of that early training by those teachers, whom we remember with love and respect.”

He is probably right about the practicableness of the arithmetic taught. It differed in that
respect from the other subjects mentioned, when memorized “information” was mistaken
for “knowledge.” As to its practical application now, he would no doubt, agree that in this
subject, as in the broader field of life, New occasions teach new duties; Time makes
ancient good uncouth and that the placement of emphasis in the school course for 89 one
generation may for very “practical” reasons be shifted in the next.

The praise of the “Little Red School House” as an institution essential to safety and
progress in a government by the people, and the extolling of it for the democratic
opportunities it has afforded, cannot be too great. But in giving country schools credit for
the great men and women who got their start in education in them, we must not lose sight
of the fact that heredity sent into those schools good stuff. This they helped to shape, or
rather, it shaped itself by exercise with, and sometimes against, the opportunities and
conditions found in those schools—ability and genius so potentially strong, that even
stupid treatment could not spoil it. And if in that country school a person with inherent
ability chanced to come in contact with a teacher of inspiring personality, he had the
prescience to appreciate the opportunity and to reshape ideals.

Thus endeth, for the time being, my comment on the district school as it is remembered to
have been run in District No. 5 in the decades of the fifties and sixties.

Now, | will tell something about educational work going on outside of the school.

Thoreau is quoted as having said when engaged in reminiscence, “I would not talk so
much about myself if there were anybody else | knew so well.” It is because | know the

Memoirs of Mary D. Bradford http://www.loc.gov/resource/lhbum.04718



Library of Congress

Davison family better than any other, by hearsay and by my own recollection, that the
following is given.

There were few books in our home. Father was fond of Dickens and bought a number of
his stories in pamphlet form. These were read in the family circle, and frequent allusions to
the characters he liked, and frequent quotations suggested by some circumstance of the
moment, made Dickens a familiar author. There was also an old copy of 90 Shakespeare,
with the Darley outline pictures, that was highly valued.

The Wisconsin library law, by which in any district there could be appropriated annually
for the purchase of books 10 per cent of all moneys received, went into operation in 1848,
when school laws were codified. Since the district clerk was made the librarian of the
district, the books came to our home for care during vacation when my father held that
office, which seems to have been a considerable portion of the time. Among these was
one that is well remembered, and must have been popular, as it was “read to pieces.” It
was a History of the Black Hawk War and contained gloriously colored pictures of Indian
chiefs and scenes of Indian life. Another was a set of books not especially well adapted

to youth of the public schools. It was Merle d'Aubigné's History of the Reformation, in five
volumes, printed in Geneva, Switzerland, between 1848 and 1853. When my family left
the district in 1868, the board gave this set to my father, since he, so it was said, was the
only person in the district who had read it through. The set, bound in black cloth, old and
faded and somewhat frayed, is now in my possession. What other district library books the
family shared in, | do not know, but it is very probable that, if any, they were not especially
adapted to young readers, since at that time the interest of children had not, as now,
received the special attention of able writers of books.

Through magazines and newspapers the literary appetite of the family was stimulated
and developed. The list given to me by Ida, my oldest sister, so often quoted, was a great
surprise to me. She remembered that at one period or another, and often concurrently,
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there came to that home the following newspapers and periodicals: the Buffalo Weekly
Express, bringing belated news, but regarded,

“HE KNEW THE SCRIPTURES FROM HIS YOUTH” The treasured picture from the old
farm home

91 doubtless, as the “home paper”; the New York Independent, when Norwood by Henry
Ward Beecher was running as a serial; the Cincinnati Dollar Times of which Parson
Brownlow was either editor or a prominent contributor, and which had one page devoted
to household stories and verse. Ida committed to memory some of the latter and repeated
several of them. Then there was Ballou's Pictorial which mother had had bound. This
large volume, filled with interesting pictures, was a great source of entertainment for us
children, who, at appropriate times, could have it brought out from the big chest where

it was safely kept—a wise provision for continued interest. During the war father took

the Milwaukee Weekly Democrat which was not of the political complexion suggested

by the title. An English neighbor, a family from Liverpool named Bell, loaned us quite
regularly the Manchester Guardian and had one of ours in exchange. The New York
Ledger with which the name Bonner is associated was taken for a while, a story paper of a
somewhat sensational sort. To counterbalance this, the Atlantic Monthly was taken during
the sixties. For its home and family interests Arthur's Magazine was taken and exchanged
with Mrs. Hale for Peterson's which she took. It was Arthur's Magazine that brought as

a premium a steel engraving of a beautiful boy. His hand is resting on a scroll while he
gazes thoughtfully upward. The title is “He Knew the Scripture from his Youth.” It portrays
Timothy of Biblical fame. (See Second Timothy, Ch. Ill, verse 15.) This picture was for
years the only one on the walls of our sitting room—an uplifting “silent influence,” positive
in its suggestiveness, as all pictures in whose presence children live should be. A member
of the family treasures it today, streaked and marred though it be.

92

Of greatest interest to me was a magazine sent to the farm home in my name by my
Chautauqua County grandparents. It was Oliver Optic's Boys and Girls and was a
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forerunner of numerous others issued today, for which, let it be said, this early magazine
set a good pace. While some of the matter it contained was well adapted to my reading
ability, much was beyond it, and to see my older brothers and sisters enjoy to its fullest
extent “my magazine” served as an excellent stimulus to effort.

By what sort of light was all this reading done, so much of which on a busy farm had

to be done after nightfall? It was done for years by candlelight—real, not metaphorical
candlelight. These candles were homemade, our mold being of the six-candle sort.

The process of candle making, when the stock of candles had to be replenished, was
almost as interesting for children to watch as that of cheese making. Mother put some
mutton tallow with the beef tallow to harden the candles. The candle-wicking was cut in
appropriate lengths, doubled back and slightly twisted. The mold was brought out and into
its six tubes, three and three side by side, the pieces of prepared wicking were let down,
and the ends pulled out through the holes in the bottom of the pointed tubes. Then a small
pencil-sized stick was put through the three loops of the wicking on each side of the mold,
and brought tight across the rim of its depressed top by pulling out the protruding wick
ends. Then came a very careful adjustment of these sticks and wicking so that each of the
latter would be exactly in the middle of the candle. The mold thus made ready for filling
was put in a shallow tin dish and the melted tallow poured into the tubes until they were
filled. All was then set aside to cool; when the hardening process was complete, each stick
was lifted and six beautiful candles came forth. Superfluous wicking was trimmed off from
the

THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS My Mother's candle mould, all ready for business and with
extinguisher, suffers and tray; and the tin lantern that “sprinkled spots of light.”

93 pointed ends, and they were carefully laid in a box of just the right width, and others

were added until the batch was completed.

An imaged picture of the family circle in the evening shows mother sewing, darning, or
mending at one end of the table, by the light of her individual candle, the older children
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with their own candle engaged with some kind of hand work, and father holding his with
one hand in front of his paper, book, or magazine, to illumine the page from which he is
reading aloud to the listening group.

After the candles, or supplementing them, came a fluid lamp called a camphine lamp.
There was a broad based metal container, having a handle on one side. Two round wicks
conveyed the camphine through tubes, and these when lit, produced a light several degree
better than a candle. But the reputation of the fluid for explosiveness was damaging to its
popularity in mother's family.

In 1859 an uncle of my mother, John Camp, came from the East to visit us, and brought
interesting accounts of a new illuminating oil that had just been discovered in the rocks of
Pennsylvania. It could not have been long after this when father brought from Kenosha a
new Kerosene lamp. It was a beautiful object! It had for its base a block of marble three or
four inches square, and one inch thick; there was a polished brass standard fastened to
this, and it supported the glass globe which would contain about a pint of oil. | had a half-
or three-quarter-inch wick, which shared at its lower and company in the glass globe with
a piece of red flannel placed three to screen out some of the dirt in the oil, and thus save
the wick from becoming clogged with these impurities, and from consequent effects upon
its proper functioning. Agents are remembered to have sold gullible neighbors, who did not
understand the real function of the 94 red flannel, high-priced special pieces of red cloth,
which they said would prevent explosions. The “burner,” with a narrow slit through which
the wick passed, screwed into a brass socket on top of the globe, and supported the glass
chimney fastened in by a small screw. All this had to be removed to put in oil. At first, the
ceremony of lighting was reserved for father to perform. If he were busy at the barn, the
family waited and then stood at a safe distance noting every step of the performance; the
loosening of the little screw that held the flanged chimney, the removal of the latter, the
applying of the lighted match to the little flat wick, the replacing of the chimney, and the
turning of the adjusting screw to get the right without smoking. Quite a process! It required
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readjustment—the price of progress. It was difficult compared with putting a lighted match
to a candle wick.

The thought occurs to me that had certain of our honorable congressmen, who recently
refused to learn to use the automatic phone system, lived then, they would have said, “Oh,
bother, give me a candle!”

But this new light was much better than the old, for when placed in the middle of the table,
several could work or read by its help. Improvements in kerosene lamps, as many will
remember, came on space.

Here | will close this account, covering nearly thirteen years of my life,—years that laid
the foundation for all that | am,—years in which for me, as for all children, were started
those habits of thinking, feeling, and doing, which determine one's personality, and one's
influence.

For a child on a farm these years are especially replete with possibilities; for the learning
of the names of trees, flowers, birds, and insects—if one is blessed with parents who know
these; for opportunities to observe nature in all of its forms, thus furnishing one's mind with
those basic ideas that 95 later are not only useful but necessary for the understanding and
appreciation of life and literature; for the experiencing of free, healthful, wholesome play,
and also of responsibility and real work; | had come to know seed time and harvest and
the real significance of “whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap”.

To this education, schooling in District No. 5 made a considerable contribution; but
much that | have written gives emphasis to this truth, the operation of which in all human
experiences is very apt to be lost sight of, that what we do not call education is more
precious than what we call so.

The next chapter will take us into the Kenosha public schools.
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CHAPTER V | BECOME A “SCHOLAR” IN THE KENOSHA PUBLIC SCHOOLS

My life in Kenosha began when | was twelve years old. It was understood from family
conversation, heard both before and after leaving the farm, that a great educational
opportunity would now be offered those of us of school age; for Kenosha was reputed to
have excellent schools. With me, however, the dread of meeting strangers overshadowed
then any feeling of joy over my good fortune.

The first home of the Davison family in Kenosha was the parsonage of the Congregational
Church, then experiencing a change of pastors. To this house father had been referred

by Mr. F. W. Lyman, his old friend. It was located on Market, now Fifty-Sixth Street,—

site obliterated by civic centre project. The fact that on this same street, about two blocks
away, lived some old Paris neighbors, may have caused my parents to favor this place.
They have all been mentioned in previous chapters. Mr. and Mrs. O. P. Hale had preceded
us in migration to town, as had the family of Courtland A. Dewey and Delina Hale Dewey,
the latter a beloved friend of mother. In passing, | will add that the only son of the latter, C.
Ernest Dewey, who served as assemblyman from Kenosha in 1929, was then seven years
old. Mr. Dewey had started in the hardware business in Kenosha.

My father, still crippled as previously related, was able to get about with the aid of two
canes. Leaning upon these, he could move his feet slowly and painfully, and thus make
progress forward, but the movement could hardly be called

THE FIRST HIGH SCHOOL BUILDING IN WISCONSIN COMPLETED IN 1849

97 walking. He enjoyed meeting his old Kenosha friends and read much of the time.

The school building was only a block away from our first home. That historic old structure,1
which had been “dedicated on July 30, 1849, and opened the next day,” was seventy feet
long and forty-three feet wide and had on each floor a large assembly room fifty feet by
forty feet, and two recitation rooms. The first annual report of September 1, 1849 says that
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it was valued at $5,000. Near by was a smaller building which was completed in 1856,
and was known as “the new building,” even when it was falling to decay and was still “the
new building” when it was pulled down. After 1856 its predecessor, completed seven years
before, lost its dignified appellation of “the brick edifice,” and was referred to in the records
and in common parlance as “the old brick building.”

1 “Whether we date it from 1845, when the basis was laid for it, or from 1849, when the
plan was completely put in force, it was the earliest school of that type in Wisconsin.”
Joseph Schafer, Four Wisconsin Counties, 204.

As soon as we were settled, mother began getting us ready to go to school. But these
preparations were not elaborate—one dress apiece for four of us, those for the younger
girls being “made over” ones inherited from older sisters. We listened to the school bell
sounding from its belfry, and rather dreaded the time when we, too, like the children
trooping by, must go when the “first bell” would ring for us.

That the time came on a January morning in 1869, and mother went with us. Hannah,
Carrie, and | were all enrolled a scholars in the classes of Grammar Room No. 2; Isabel,
my youngest sister, became a scholar in the primary grade in the “new building” whose
erection has been previously mentioned.

When the Davison girls entered the old brick building, it had done service for twenty
years, and deserved the epithet 98 of “old” which circumstances had imposed upon it
while it was still new. The upper floor had then, as always, a large assembly room. At
the south end were the recitation rooms, each entered from the hall by a narrow door.
But the lower floor had undergone considerable remodeling to “accommodate it to the
system of separate departments,” the grading of pupils having in 1859 succeeded the
first ungraded school assemblage of younger scholars. The grammar school which we
entered occupied the entire north end of the lower floor and would seat about fifty pupils.
It had two large windows to the east and to the west, and was entered from the hall by a
door near the southeast corner. Grammar school girls entered the building by a middle
door, and the boys by a west door. The coats and caps of boys, and the hoods, scarfs,
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and wraps of girls were hung on hooks on opposite sides of the hall—an arrangement
that made us country children feel, on that winter day, quite at home, as did certain out-of-
door accommodations located between the two buildings. The latter differed only in extent,
though little in condition, from those we had known in the district school.

It was not, however, the big building, or the resounding bell, that impressed me most

on that memorable morning—it was the teacher. The crowds of staring children through
which we had passed (and no doubt we were somewhat of a sight!) had embarrassed

and scared me, but in the presence of Anna E. Gillett, | was awed. In charge of that
roomful of boys and girls was a little woman very pale and frail looking, who spoke in a low
voice, through dry, almost immobile lips. She wore a purple dress of soft wool fabric, and
according to the fashion of the day, it was full-skirted and moderately well-crinolined. It had
a white collar, and white lace showed beyond the edges of the wide sleeves. About her
neck was a heavy, gold rope chain to which a small gold watch was attached. She wore a
plain gold ring, also heavy, 99 which played back and forth on her finger between joints.
Her blonde hair was in curls reaching to her shoulders. Also, according to the fashion of
the day, her waist was drawn in to a small compass and tightly belted—the common wasp,
evidently, and not Venus of Melons being then ideal for such physical features. (Please
don't charge the twelve-year-old girl with the pedantry of the letter allusion.) Miss Gillett
wore the smallest shoes | had ever seen on adult feet. | was greatly impressed with it all.
Now | can see that with a considerable streak of vanity in her make-up, she furnished

a rather extreme example of the enslaving, unhygienic fashions of that day, when stiff
corseting and tight lacing and shoeing, caused the victims of these fashions to be more
appropriately compared, in grace, agility, and freedom, to a modern robot than to the
young women of this untrammeled generation.

When my mother returned home and was asked by father how things had gone at the
school, her reply was that she had never before seen such a white, sickly looking person
trying to teach school; and she wondered whether it was really right for children to be
taught by her. To the young Davisons, Miss Gillett was awful—in the literal and not in the
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colloquial sense of that word and this feeling was evidently shared by the other pupils.
Hers was a very orderly school according to the strict standards of the day. When in a low
tense voice she said “Joseph!” or “Thomas!” or “William!” Joe, Tom, and Bill immediately
stopped the performance that had elicited the warning—usually the very serious school
offense of whispering—and became intent upon their books, not even venturing a side
glance or the return of a cautiously administered kick.

The methods used in recitations and the direction of our studies were not exceptional,
and practices similar to those 100 experienced under Miss Gillett were already familiar
from our country school days. To recite meant to repeat the words of a book; to study
meant to commit to memory words for such a recitation. The one who possessed the best
word-memory was the most satisfactory pupil. With commendable obedience her pupils
memorized whole pages of history and geography without much thought about the reality
of the places, people, and events described. It was in these studies that my father was
such a help to us. There had to be much home study, and he would have us recite our
lessons in geography to him, when out of his great fund of experience he would relate
associated incidents or tell us something he had read. In grammar he heard us recite the
definitions; in arithmetic he drilled us on the tables.

In school we had mental arithmetic—an excellent training in concentration. We also had to
write out in full sentences the explanation of problems in arithmetic—statement, solution,
conclusion, with “if,” “since,” and “therefore,” in their proper places. | think now that the
mental arithmetic and the written explanations were about the best things | got out of
that term. Although at first the written solutions were copied, there finally developed an
understanding of the thought back of this logical language, and thus it was conducive

to independent arithmetic thinking. Exact word-for-word from may have been unduly
stressed, but there can be no question about the value and the need of training in exact
expression of thought. A child had made some advancement in thinking when he can
see why it is wrong to say “If there are three feet in a yard,” and permissible to say “If

a man sells his wheat for a dollar a bushel.” Whether or not Miss Gillett realized that
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through insistence upon truthfullness of expression, arithmetic becomes a means to
character-training, |1 do not know; and if she did not, she was, in this lack of knowledge
and consequent carelessness 101 of expression permitted, like unto a great majority

of the teachers of arithmetic whom | have since observed, even trained ones. It has

long been my belief, and there may be among my readers one or more of my former
teachers-in-training who remember it, that through arithmetic rightly taught, there may

be fixed in children's minds, besides a working knowledge of numbers, and training in
concentration, lessons in truth, honesty, and accuracy; and that by patient practice insisted
upon generally, there may thus be strengthened the very warp and woof of character. It

is not necessary to leave this to be done by higher mathematics, which so many pupils
never reach, and | know of no better way to make arithmetic accomplish this valuable and
desirable end than the full, truthful, carefully expressed, written explanations which this
teacher required.

But this was composition, and the fault | have to find with it, is that it was not considered
composition of an argumentative sort. Had it been so considered, much good would

have resulted to both arithmetic and composition. Besides that, | would have been saved
much tribulation of spirit. But written composition, according to the standards of that time,
was a very different thing. It did not pertain to practical affairs. Children then had to write
“essays’—erudite stuff beyond and outside of their natural interest and abilities. While
near at hand boys and girls had a world of familiar objects about which they might have
expressed their own thoughts, they were expected to write on a general subject like “The
Beauties of Nature,” or on an abstract subject such as “Kindness.” When daily they played
games, did or watched work, and saw many happenings, the narration or description of
which would have stimulated real effort and developed genuine self-expression, they were
required to write on “The Battle of Bunker Hill,” or some allied subject.

| well remember my first real essay writing experience. | have the product still, which
my mother evidently considered 102 such an interesting thing, probably because of
associated circumstances, that she preserved it and gave it to me many years after. It did,
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in one sense, mark a sort of crisis in my young life. This is the story of it, with some added
comments, pedagogical and otherwise.

The school had Friday afternoon exercises, consisting chiefly of the reading of essays
and “speaking of pieces.” These rhetorical exercises were not left to the discretion of the
teacher, but were required by a ruling of the school board to take place after recess on
Friday afternoon. They were regarded as important, but they were not to interfere too
much with the regular work.

In the course of events it became my turn to produce an essay. A command, today, for
me to write a poem in Latin would hardly seem more appalling. The two weeks allowed
me for its production were spent in unsuccessful attempts and in worry. The idea that a
child might be encouraged to write about something in his experience, as | have already
said, was “away in the offing”; while the still more modern idea that it is the duty of the
teacher to help him find that something and, in preparation for writing, express orally his
thoughts upon it, had not yet touched the pedagogy of composition work. | recall that my
parents, who towards the end of my allotted time became involved in my misery, although
the word “pedagogy” had probably never been heard by them, did very sensibly say,
“Write about the first train of cars you ever saw, or about your visit to Chicago,” but their
suggestions were tearfully and somewhat scornfully rejected. Hadn't | heard, at school,
what essays were! Finally, on a certain Friday afternoon, Miss Gillett told me that the
essay due without fail on the following Monday morning. Saturday was joyless; Saturday
night almost sleepless; Sunday a day of ceaseless worry by 103 which the family were all
more or less affected, and not in all cases sympathetically so.

We had that Sunday, as a guest a young woman who seemed to have some idea of
what sort of a composition a child like me might be expected to produce. She was Miss
Josephine Furman, a sister of Mrs. N. A. Pennoyer, and a beloved friend of the family.
My parents had known her at the Pennoyer Water Cure. She was a woman of unusually
attractive personality, of versatile talent, including readiness with her pen. Incidentally, |
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will add, she was charming in conversation, and for many years, although a semi-invalid,
was a source of entertainment at the great new, north-side Pennoyer Sanitarium, where
she resided until her death in 1916. In connection with that place she will be remembered
by many who knew that popular and very excellent health resort.

She had known me for rotund, pink-calicoed childhood. Her first glimpse of me, when she
visited our farm some years before, she often told me, had left that color-form impression.
On that Sunday in the spring of 1869, she took pity on me and came to the rescue; or
perhaps she wanted to get rid of my dejected presence. So after dinner she offered to help
me and said she would write a composition just to show me that an easy thing it was to do.

In an astonishingly short time the wonderful feat was performed! She handed the paper to
me, and | retired with it to the kitchen. It covered one page of common-sized note paper
and was entitled “My First Ripe Cherries.” It was a story, somewhat flowery in spots, about
a child who had been watching some cherries ripen for several days. She planned to
surprise her mother with them. It told how “One morning just as old Sol was peeping over
the hills,” she rose and hastened to the orchard only to see a “saucy robin flying away with
the last of her ripe cherries.” | pondered over this 104 product of Miss Furman's pencil with
very mixed feelings. Was this an essay? Barring some expressions, it seemed similar to
what father had suggested and | had rejected.

My good friend had probably not anticipated the use | decided to make of her sample
composition. If I had only had the sense to take my cue from it and had written about a
real experience, | would have escaped an act disastrous to my self-respect. But Monday
morning was very near, and | dared not face Miss Gillett without an essay. So | copied the
little story, naturally misspelling several words (this and some extra “ands” being the only
original features), modified a little a clause about my “sick mother,” which didn't seem to
fit, but kept “old Sol,” also something about the “refreshing dew” and the “night fairies” and
handled the paper in, properly folded according to directions.
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On Tuesday afternoon Mary Davison was asked to stay after school. In fear and trembling
she did so, knowing intuitively that the essay was the cause. Holding out my little paper,
she said, “Mary, did you write this?” And Mary answered, “Yes, ma'am.” There was a
pause. Mary glanced up to catch a penetrating look from Miss Gillett and a peculiar
expression (could it have been a smile?) about her mouth, as she said in a low voice, “It is
very good. See to it that your work of this sort in the future is as good.” On the back of the
paper is the mark the teacher placed there over sixty years ago, “100"—a compliment to
Josephine Furman, but not contributing then much to my happiness. Did she really think

| had told the truth, or did she know | had not? If the latter, it was certainly kind of her to
spare me further questioning.

| tried to balm my conscience by thinking that my answer would have been different had
Miss Gillett asked me if | had “composed” the essay. The suggestion of this quibbling to
my father caused him to shake his head—no comfort there! 105 Then, on the following
Friday, | had to read the thing to the school, which was a very brief, but very terrifying
experience for the timid, bashful, country girl. But there resulted, | think, a little benefit from
it all. | never again felt quite such a dread of essay writing. But the excellent send-off in
the fiction line which Miss Furman had given me took on no momentum in that direction. |
adopted the usual custom of choosing a regular bookish subject and perpetrated erudition.

When | became a pupil in the Kenosha public schools, the superintendent2 was Anthony
Van Wyck, a prominent lawyer of the city, a man of superior culture and impressive
presence. The principal of the high school was W. D. Hicks, whose supervision of lower
grades was only nominal, and of whom | remember nothing except his reputation for being
a poor disciplinarian. This probably mean that he was less given to the use of the rod than
his predecessor had been.

2 “Shortly after the system of graded schools at Kenosha was established, one person
was designated as the Superintendent of the place. ... Racine, Milwaukee, Beloit,
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Janesville, Madison, Sheboygan, and Waukesha soon followed this example of Kenosha.”
Lyman C. Draper (State Supt. 1858-1860) Wisconsin Historical Collections, v, 804.

Besides visiting schools and examining teachers, the superintendent served as clerk of the
board.

Among the duties of the superintendent was that of examining all pupils for promotion.

In this he was sometimes assisted by the principal of the high school. The old records
occasionally give the names of the pupils examined for promotion to the high school.

And so in my quest for other facts, | chanced upon a bit of personal history. It was in the
report of a special meeting of the board held September 14, 1869. The lateness of the
date seems to indicate that after the opening of the schools, it was found desirable to
have more pupils in the high school than those added by the regular June promotion,
which had put my older sister, Hannah, and her class there. The record says that the
superintendent 106 reported that he had examined several scholars for special promotion
and that they had passed the examinations as indicated. Then came the names of nine
girls and four boys with their standings in the special examination. Clarence Walker came
out ahead with a mark of 88. M. Dodge, now Mrs. Medora Dodge Gammon of Chicago,
and E. Thiers, (Edward C. Thiers of Pasadena, California), follow with 76, and L. Wood,
now Mrs. Louise Wood Van Wyck of Pasadena, California, with 72. | feel sure that these
will forgive me, should they ever chance upon this very personal disclosure, which seems
the only appropriate approach to what follows. C. Davison, my sister Carrie, is credited
with a 70, and M. Davison, myself, with 67 2/4. Below the list is a statement which says
that on motion it was voted that all who had passed 70 per cent and had the legitimate
studies3 might pass from grammar school to high school. This is followed by the signature
of A. Van Wyck, clerk.

3 The “legitimate studies” were grammar, arithmetic, geography, and history.

| remember nothing about the examination but recall that | needed some consolation after
results were made known. But it was a lucky day for me when | got that 67 2/4 and was
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destined by it to continue in the grammar school, where another teacher succeeded Miss
Gillett, she having been promoted to the high school.

This seems the appropriate place for comment on the latter. She was, | think now, a
rather unusual woman. Keen in intellect, ambitious, and of indomitable will, she forged
ahead in spite of the handicap of poor health. A graduate of the Kenosha high school

in 1862, her name appears in 1864 upon the pay roll of the Kenosha school board, as
receiving $225 for forty weeks, the regular pay then and for many years after for primary
teachers. In 1865 in the regular annual examination given teachers by a committee of

the school board, Anna Gillett won the highest standing and got 107 another raised of
$25. The advancement in pay was $25 a year until she got into the grammar school and
received $450. When | came to know her, she was getting $500. These facts are included
as possibly having some historic interest.

She came of educated parents. Her father, Gurdin Gillett, came to Kenosha in the early
fifties and held different public offices for many years. The “Gillett School” on the north
side commemorates his service on the school board. In Anna's work as teacher, she
undoubtedly had been obliged to handle large schools.4 Here we may have revealed
another cause of her broken health, since the excessive strain on a conscientious young
woman to create a school out of a mob of children was enough to do that.

4 Enrollments of 53, 60, 72, and 90, under one teacher, are recorded.

Her reputation as a successful teacher rested largely on her ability to keep an orderly
school; she had the ability to put on in the school room a presence that inspired fear in her
pupils. This was probably one of the chief causes of her successive promotions. When she
came to deal with older pupils, sarcasm was a ready and frequently used weapon, and
incidents of cutting ridicule are remembered. She seemed to like me, and she certainly
favored me; but candor moves me to say that as a pupil under her | never thought of her
as a real human being, but as a distinct and different someone to be obeyed, feared, and
avoided as much as possible. Of course, her pupils learned, but they were not left in love
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with learning, which is the real measure of success in a teacher. Those of independent
spirit rebelled against this martinetism and brought their school days to a close as soon
as possible. There were no compulsory attendance laws in those days to oblige them

to attend school; only the clear vision of some future good held them voluntarily, or the
authority of the home held them involuntarily in 108 school, but frequently the former was
lacking, and the latter was weak.

Now what justification can | present for this long dissertation on one teacher? My chief
reason for singling her out for special comment is that she represents one of the two
types under which teachers may be classified. She represented the formal, Procrustean
type, who may be briefly described as “Purveyors of Information.” They are “knowledge-
centered.” This type was doubtless more frequently found in the days of which | am writing
than now, forced into it, perhaps, by the mass teaching they had to do. | regret to say,
however, that the species is not extinct. They are more likely to be found in secondary
than in elementary schools. Institutions higher than secondary schools are known to
harbor this type, who there, as sometimes in secondary schools, not only wield the
weapon of sarcasm, but use the sharper, more deadly one of ridicule—the mutilating
implements of the Procrustean process. As these memoirs proceed, readers may find me
alluding to this sort of teacher, and to the other one about whom I will now tell you.

| have previously said somewhere in this chapter, that it was a lucky thing for me to

get that mark of 67 2/4. It gave me the opportunity to come under the influence of a
teacher of the other type. She was not a martinet, her eyes were not fixed on the matter of
instruction, with the dominating aim of making children indiscriminately take that course—
she was not a mere “Purveyor of Information”; but she was one whose eyes were on the
children, who thought of studies as a means to an end, and whose aim, therefore, was to
cause the course of study, by adaptation and method of teaching, to minister to individual
needs, or to find matter of instruction that would do so. Her type may be designated as
“Developers of Souls.” Her work was “child-centered.”
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109

The teacher of this second type, whom | had in the Kenosha grammar school in
1869-1870, was Millie S. Norton. Where Superintendent Anthony Van Wyck discovered
her is not known. | find that the board voted, probably in anticipation of difficulty in school
control, to employ a man to succeed Miss Gillett, but a man did not appear—the salary,
doubtless, not being attractive to men. Anyway, when school opened in the fall of 1869,
Miss Norton was there, a real human being, who treated her boys and girls as such. | do
not recall that there was any difficulty with discipline. We immediately recognized her as a
friend, instead of “a natural enemy” and acted accordingly. | imagine how completely she
would have sympathized with James Whitcomb Riley's hired man, who is made to say: |
believe all children's good, Ef they're only understood, Even bad ones, ‘pears to me, ‘S jes
as good as they kin be!

She evidently had an appreciation of real educational values and brought to us children a
memorable educational experience outside the regular routine of studies. It seems worth
telling about. My gratitude to her for it has grown with the years. She taught us some great
poems and by repetition fixed them indelibly in my memory and, | trust, in the memory

of all of my schoolmates. One of these was the “Nineteenth Psalm.” This was before the
time when the reading of such great literature, a part of everybody's spiritual heritage,

was decided by the Supreme Court of Wisconsin to be a violation of a part of Article X,
Section 3, of the State Constitution, which prohibited sectarian instruction. The whole
school of boys and girls standing would repeat in concert the sonorous words from “The
110 heavens declare the glory of God” to the closing prayer so appropriate for youth.

So, also, Miss Norton, an excellent reader, taught us Gray's “Elegy in a Country
Churchyard,” all of it—thirty-two quatrain stanzas. Morning after morning we would stand
and repeat as far as we had learned, then have explained and interpreted to us the next
stanza, and proceed to incorporate that. Of course, it was not all understood then, but
experience took care of that lack, as it alone can do. | wonder if to others of Miss Norton's
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pupils of that long ago time, this great poem has meant as much as it has to me, and has
helpfully served them as often when the trials and duties of life beset them. Let me tell how
far, on my pathway, “that little candle” threw its beams.

It was the appreciation of the value of such school exercises that influenced my own
teaching of literature in high school classes for which, as former pupils have repeatedly
told me, | am best remembered. An finally, my belief in the highly cultural and character-
making effects of having some appropriate memorization work as an accompaniment of
literature study, developed into a sort of pedagogic doctrine, which for sixteen years was
promulgated in teacher training schools and in teachers’ institutes in Wisconsin. But it
must be considered now much outdated—at least | do not hear of its being done. While
the light of modern psychology has revealed to me better ways of doing things than | then
knew, and while | sometimes groan under the huge pack of my past pedagogical sins, the
belief and practice in literature teaching | have just described, are not in that pack.

Other memories recalled by thoughts of Miss Norton are those of a party arranged by her.
It took me, with my 111 classmates, into the finest, most attractive home | had ever seen—
the Frederick Robinson home—a beautiful daughter, Ida, being one of our classmates.

The other memory is that of a class play, given at the Kimball Opera House. This play
must have represented nationalities, for my part in it was that of a little Dutch girl for which
part | was probably considered well adapted. Well do | recall the many skirts, the cap,

and the wooden shoes. Graceful, golden haired Hattie Brande, in Scotch costume, sang
with appropriate action “The Bonnets of Bonnie Dundee” and made a great success of it.
She is the only one I distinctly recall as participating in this little drama although | am sure
many others took part. Trivial things these may seem, but each made its contribution to my
education. Moreover, the play had decidedly practical results. The school board minutes
say that it netted Miss Norton $58.50, which with $56.50 voted by the board, purchased an
organ for the grammar school. That is the only mention made of this teacher except that
of her resignation. Why she was moved to leave | do not know. There is a suspicion in my
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mind that by being ahead of her time, she may have shocked some conservative school
official or patron.

| take out of its place on a special bookshelf a small, well-worn, fine print copy of Burns’
Poems, Diamond Edition. On the flyleaf is the date “January 5, 1870,” and the name “Millie
S. Norton,” with a brief note of presentation that caused my young heart to swell with pride
and gratitude. She must have reciprocated my liking for her. On another flyleaf are the
words “see p. 69.” There is found the poem entitled “Epistle to a Young Friend,” with the
penciled words, “My favorite.” You who are familiar with 112 Burns’ poems will remember
how it goes, and if you don't, it will repay your search for it. Here is the first stanza: | lang
hae thought, my youthfu’ friend, A something to have sent you, Though it should serve
nae ither end Than just a kind memento; But how the subject-theme may gang, Let time
and chance determine; Perhaps it may turn out a sang, Perhaps, turn out a sermon. | read
it and it became my favorite. Dear little book! How my invalid father enjoyed it—his own
Scotch inheritance reacting warmly. Dear giver, and inspiring teacher!

It had become necessary for two months or more before the close of this school year
for us to walk a mile to get to school. Father, with the urge upon him as strong as ever
to work, to be busy at something, had bought a place just within the city limits on the
west side of Kenosha, and the family had moved there in the spring. The new property
consisted of three acres of land, with a pasture for his horse and cow; and orchard, and
a garden. There was a barn and an old house. My mother seemed destined to make a
home for her family out of a poor, old, inconvenient house, as she had done before in the
country. But father found the desired occupation, always with much needed assistance
from her, and he was happier than before. The owner of land adjoining us and just
outside the city was Samuel T. Rice, a former resident of Paris. It was during the long
summer vacation of 1870 or 1871 that | earned my first money by picking strawberries
for a neighbor across the way, and picking raspberries for Mr. Rice, in which enterprises
Carrie participated. We spent this money for a pretty white fabric, of which mother made
us dresses. The experience was a good one, even though it did involve sunburn and
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scratches, 113 for these soon wore off, and we had the satisfaction of being dressed like
other girls at a coming Sunday School social.

Here | will say, that soon after settling in town my family affiliated with the Unitarian
Church, being attracted there not only by its liberal religious teachings, with which my
parents sympathized, but because old friends from Paris had already found there a
congenial church home—the Bakers, Deweys, and Hales. Father was not able to go,
but the others of us became very regular church attendants, and the children interested
members of the Sunday School.

Now comes the next step in my advancement as a “scholar” in the Kenosha public
schools. Here | will let the old record book of school board proceedings introduce the story.
Under date of June 30, 1870, it says: “Scholars examined and promoted to the upper room
from Grammar Room, [signed] J. B. Jilson, Supt.” Standings are this time omitted (thanks
due probably to the good judgment of the superintendent). There follows in separate
columns headed “South Side” and “North Side,” a total of thirty names; ten boys and eight
girls from the former school, and ten girls and two boys from the latter. All but three of the
names in this list recall distinctly these classmates, and this with a very mixed emotional
reaction, as personal peculiarities, and miscellaneous incidents are imaged and come
across the memory stretch of sixty years. According to present knowledge, all but four
besides myself have experienced that final goal promotion to the great school beyond,
which goal some reached early, others later, a few but recently. Yet | am not sad at the
thought of it—not sad for them, but a little sorry for myself. It seems strange indeed, that it
should have fallen to me to tell of those days—as strange, as it is at times difficult for me
to believe that what | am telling about those old times will be interesting to readers today.

114

Nearly all of those named by Superintendent Jilson entered the high school in the fall
of 1870. Since we found ourselves in that historic room, being the first free public high
school assembly room in Wisconsin, | will tell something about it as it was in 1870. At the
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time of which I am now writing, 1870, the platform in the front end had been the rostrum
from which at least twelve principals in succession had ruled the school, some for a short
time, others for a period of years; on it had stood school orators of such great promise
as Chauncy Baldwin, and of as distinguished achievement as Joseph V. Quarles, of
whom Mrs. Addie Winslow Stewart5 of Evanston, now 89 years of age, wrote me under
date of May 25, 1930, “Joe Quarles was one of my school boy friends— we were always
proud of his elocution.” Another was George Warvelle, now a prominent Chicago lawyer.
It had caught the vibrations from the trembling knees of many others undergoing their
first platform performance; on it had sat the much-dreaded committees who, selected

by the board, came according to custom to take part in the annual or semi-annual public
examinations of high school classes.

5 Died Dec. 19, 1981, aged 90 years.

Along the sides of this room on a raised platform extending its whole length, next the
windows and blackboards, were benches for visitors. Once, so it is said, they were filled
with members of the County Board of Supervisors, and of the Grand Jury, who came

at the invitation of Principal Thomas J. Conatti to withess some special programs. Mrs.
Jessie Nelson Luther of Madison, who was a “scholar” in the Kenosha high school at
that time, and who wrote about it in 1891, says: “Think of it! 748 visitors during the first
four weeks of a term, 211 visitors in one week!” And these, she says not for special
exercises, but to observe school work. How teachers were able to do their work under
these circumstances is difficult to understand.

THE ASSEMBLY ROOM OF FIRST HIGH SCHOOL
115

The walls were decorated with busts and pictures—one of the former over every window,
and of the latter, most of them steel engravings of historic events, in the spaces between,
and on the front wall. And, a remarkable thing to observe in a school room, these pictures
were hung low, as if it were really believed that they should be seen as nearly face to face
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as possible, and the names of them clearly visible without a step ladder or a spyglass! It
interested me to know who did all this. | searched and found that in 1858 the school board
voted to “loan the young men of the High School fifteen dollars to be expended, under the
direction of the Superintendent and Principal in purchasing busts for the adornment of the
High School room.” The superintendent at that time was Michael Frank, and the principal,
Thomas J. Conatti. Things out of the ordinary seem to have been happening! As to how
the pictures came to be there, | cannot say, but | find that when Mr. Conatti left in 1862 to
become a soldier in the Civil War, there was some discussion in the school board meeting
about paying him for the pictures belonging to him in the high school room. Although the
bill “was laid over,” the pictures remained.

It was a beautiful room that the thoughtfulness of those early school officials, teachers, and
pupils had created for the benefit and enjoyment of many, many successive classes in that
high school. The room impressed me deeply and deserves mention in these memoirs, not
only on account of its historic significance, but for its influence on young people. What if
the busts were only plaster of Paris? Washington and Franklin (the only ones | recognized
when | first gazed about the room), Milton, Shakespeare, Byron, Plato, Virgil were there,
as true likenesses as if cut in marble; and there was also the bust of a woman, showing a
strong, attractive countenance, not less interesting because no one seemed sure whom

it protrayed—some thinking her Sappho, others Mrs. 116 Browning. These busts and
pictures were silent influences, as good, appropriately selected art always is, and to a child
in my circumstance, they meant much. | am grateful that they were mine to gaze at.

The principal of the high school was H. O. Durkee, then in his second year in that position,
he having succeeded the unfortunate Mr. Hicks in the fall of 1869—"unfortunate” because
he, Mr. Hicks, had succeeded George S. Albee, who was principal from 1865 to 1868. Mr.
Albee had built up in the public mind an ideal of efficiency very difficult for his successor

to attain. Mr. Hicks had performed the very kind of service which many very worthy public
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officials have done, of letting down that ideal a little. He, as it were, “reduced the grade”
and so caused Mr. Durkee's course to be somewhat easier, smoother and more secure.

There were two assistant teachers in the high school then, and one of these was Anna

E. Gillett. At that time the principal had quite a full teaching program, as his supervising
duties outside of high school were limited. The impression remains with me that | liked

Mr. Durkee's classes. He was a quiet-voiced, scholarly man, an Easterner, | think. He

had some peculiarities of phraseology, soon caught up and imitated by the pupils in their
private comments, and of course, his initials immediately suggested his cognomen, “Hod.”
| had Miss Gillett as teacher in history again, and her methods had not changed. | was
successfully “conditioned”—to use a Behaviorist term—against United States history.

Had | studied Latin, | would have had this teacher at her best; in that branch she was
regarded as a great success. Her repute as a teacher of Latin finally won for her a place

in one of Chicago's great high schools, where she taught this subject many years. She
commuted week ends from there to her home in Kenosha while her aged parents lived.
117 Even to a very feeble old age this remarkable woman taught, until with all members of
her family departed long before, she finally left the school room and was taken care of in
the Pennoyer Sanitarium, where she died in 1914.

Now, going back to my high school days, there are two practices | desire to tell about.
At the opening exercises in the morning Mr. Durkee always read a brief passage from
the Bible and delivered a short extemporaneous prayer, to both of which pupils gave
respectful attention. This had been the practice from the first, and it continued in this
school and probably in many other Wisconsin schools until 1888.

At the end of the school day there were closing exercises. The roll was called, from A
to Z, and each pupil was expected to respond by saying “perfect” or imperfect.” By the
former response the pupils declared, that during the school hours of that day, they had
not communicated; by the latter word, “imperfect,” that they had been guilty of doing
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that forbidden thing. Whether or not the term “communicated” connoted conversing with
eyes, nudges, and kicks, as well as whispering and passing notes, | do not know. But |
remember that frequently when “perfect” was the response of a boy or girl, there would be
heard a very audible drawing in of breath in their respective vicinity, and that the perfect
ones would advertise their joke to their neighbors by winks and sly looks. If this roll call
were designed as a disciplinary measure, it certainly was a failure. Instead of making for
self-control, it encouraged lawlessness and untruthfulness. The whole emphasis placed
at that time on the seriousness of whispering as a school offense, seems so foolish to

us today. Boys and girls knew that the act itself was not wrong, and there seemed to be
no one to make it clear to them that it was the disturbance of right study conditions in the
school room that was wrong and should stop— 118 a rational handling of the question that
even very young children can readily understand, and one that is really conducive to self-
control and regard for the rights of others; for even little children know what school is for.

Another practice which, however, was not left to the discretion of the principal, but which
had been a school board regulation from early times, and seemed to be a highly prized
prerogative, was that of having public examinations in the high school at the close of the
term, which custom has already been mentioned. The examiners were members of the
school board assisted by others invited in to participate in the performance , “scholarly
laymen joining with the teachers in questioning classes.” Ministers seemed to have been
considered especially well qualified for the committee on classical languages, and doctors
for that on the natural sciences. How the pupils dreaded those examinations! There on the
front platform sat the dignified examiners, and on the side lines the relatives and friends to
witness the ordeal. Such an examination in physical geography is still clear in my memory.
Scared out of my wits, to a degree that rendered doubtful my ability to tell my own name if
asked, | blundered on the questions asked me, with the consequent harrowing effects.
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In my second year in the Kenosha high school there was a change of teachers. Miss
Gillett failed of reélection, and in her place came Mrs. Kate Deming Wheeler. The second
assistant was a young man named V. V. Barnes.

Since | have previously described and named the two classes into which teachers may be
divided—types they were called—and since | have taken some space to illustrate these
types, especially the first one, the “knowledge-centered,” it seems to me appropriate that
Mrs. Wheeler and Mr. Barnes, who like Miss Norton were of the other, the “child-centered”
type, should received more than mere mention.

119

Mrs. Wheeler, born in 1839, was a daughter of one of the most distinguished and most
loved of the early settlers in Southport, Rev. Reuben H. Deming. He was a Methodist lay
minister with a strong missionary spirit. My first church-going in a schoolhouse in Paris,
mentioned in a previous chapter, was occasioned by Elder Deming's coming into the
country to preach. “Father Deming” as he was affectionately and familiarly called, was

an abolitionist, and his home in Kenosha was a station on the “underground railroad” as
was that of Deacon Quarles just across the park. The National Hotel on the north side was
another station.

In passing | will say that both the Deming and Quarles homes, which were the scene

of such thrilling events in the days of the anti-slavery agitation, are still standing in
Kenosha, although removed from their original sites. Kenosha has not yet got around to
the appreciation of these historic buildings. Kate Deming undoubtedly witnessed what
was recently related to me by her niece, Mrs. Mary Martin Strong, who remembers the
stories told by her mother, a stepdaughter of Elder Deming. This was the opening of a
trap door covered by a rug in the sitting room, and seeing emerge from there a negro, who
had come by the secret “underground” in the night, had been safely kept out of sight in
the cellar and now came out, at some risk of being detected, to participate in the family
devotions. The next night, or the next, there might come into the harbor a vessel whose
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captain was a trusted member of this secret organization, into whose care the negro would
be put by Elder Deming, Deacon Quarles, or Mr. Bullen, whose hotel was nearest the
harbor, and by this captain the escaping slave would be duly landed at a Canadian port.

Reuben H. Deming was from the first a friend of public education and after the arrival of
Colonel Frank in 1840, was his strong supporter. His identity with the cause of the 120
high school is shown by the derisive name, “Deming's Castle,” applied to the building

by the opponents of the free school cause. His name is perpetuated by a small school
building. It is hoped that to those in Kenosha who read this, the name “Deming School” will
now have a greater significance and suggestiveness.

Kate Deming was ten years old when the “new brick edifice” was completed, and became
a scholar in the lower room. In the winter of 1851 she passed with others to the upper
room, where John M. Coe was principal, and was there when John G. McMynn had
charge from 1851 to 1853, and later. When she attended, the school was considered as
consisting of individuals instead of classes. “There was nothing in the organization that
prevented the development of the individuality of the pupil. Classification was subordinated
to the ability and progress of the members,” a plan of operation that is being recognized
today in higher institutions and some school systems which have broken loose from the
lock step, mass teaching plan long followed, notably Winnetka, lllinois.

We have no record as to when Kate Deming left the high school as a pupil, but find

her teaching in that school in the fall of 1856. After two or more years she resigned to
marry Jerome Wheeler, a druggist of the city. When she left, the following very significant
resolution was passed by the school board. It is dated February 5, 1860, Resolved, that
the faithfulness and devotion of Mrs. Wheeler to the best interests of this school since
her connection with it, and the good influences she has imparted to the pupils with whom
she has been associated, will be held in grateful remembrance by parents and scholars.
[Signed] M. Frank, Clerk.”
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Mr. Wheeler died in 1866, leaving his widow with two small sons. While attending to their
rearing, she opened a 121 private school in her own home. It was very popular and was
filled with the boys and girls of the first families, some of whom still living in Kenosha refer
to this school with love and gratitude. She was repeatedly offered a position in the high
school by the school board, but the salary paid was not enough. Finally, the board in
1871, when Joseph V. Quarles was the clerk and superintendent of schools, had the good
sense to break with precedent and offer her the high salary of $700 and she accepted.
Thus there came to the public school pupils again the privilege of knowing this exceptional
teacher and this fine, impressive, ideal-shaping personality. | remember how she opened
up vistas never dreamed of; how inspiring her classes in literature and English history
were; how, conditioned as | had been against history, | now began to read and enjoy it.
She justified the title “Soul Developer” which | have given teachers of her type.

The other assistant, V.V. Barnes, was a native of Kenosha County. He had made a
reputation in the country schools, and the board was fortunate to secure his service as
second assistant. His salary was $450 a year, the same as successful young women
teachers in his place had received. | will say in passing that that school board seem to be
deserving of special praise for paying Mrs. Wheeler what she demanded, the traditional
belief then being that it is worth much more to have grammar, arithmetic, science, etc.,
taught in a bass voice than in a soprano voice. If, also, the importance of rare personality
counted with them, greater be the praise!

Mr. Barnes was a man of fine character, and a good teacher. Under his treatment
grammar took on a new aspect for me, and a right start in algebra was made. He did not
122 rank with Mrs. Wheeler, but was too sympathetic and too kind not to be included in the
class to which she belonged.

Before passing to my next topic, | desire t say that both of Mrs. Wheeler's sons, now
deceased, became distinguished men. The elder one, Arthur D., was a prominent lawyer
in Chicago, and president of the Chicago Telephone Company. The younger, Jerome

Memoirs of Mary D. Bradford http://www.loc.gov/resource/lhbum.04718



Library of Congress

Winthrop Wheeler, called in Kenosha “Win Wheeler,” was a successful banker in St. Paul,
Minnesota.

| did not have a full year's benefit of such excellent teaching as that of Mrs. Wheeler and
Mr. Barnes, for in the spring of 1872 it was necessary for me to start out to earn my living.
It seems to have always been a settled thing in the minds of my parents and of myself, that
| would be a teacher. So in the spring of my second year in high school, it was decided
that | should write for a teacher's certificate. The examination was held in Woodworth, the
first station west of Kenosha on the Rockford branch of the Chicago and Northwestern
Railway. Hannah and Carrie, my older sisters, also planned to take the examination. It
was April and the roads were impassable with mud and mire, so on Sunday we walked
the six miles to Woodworth on the railroad track, and spent the night with the Barters, old
friends of the family. The examination took place in the district school house. The subjects
| wrote on were those prescribed by the law for a third grade certificate, namely, orthoepy,
orthography, reading, penmanship, mental and written arithmetic, primary grammar,
geography, United States history, civil government, theory and practice of teaching. My
certificate bears the date of April 12, 1872, and is signed by T. V. Maguire. Properly
gualified teachers must have been scarce, or superintendent would never have granted
even a third grade—the lowest grade—certificate on such standings as are thereon
recorded.

123

The story of this first experience as a school teacher will be postponed and given with that
of the two following springs.

The fall of 1872 found me back in high school matured by the teaching experience, and
with a new dress or two, which helped greatly. Mrs. Wheeler was still teaching, with Mr.
Spence in the place of Mrs. Barnes. It took hard work to overcome the handicap caused by
the loss of the spring term. But teachers and principal were patient and kind, and by dint
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of hard study | got pretty well caught up. Then the spring 1873 came, and | had to leave to
take another examination and get another certificate and find another school.

When | returned in the fall of this, my last or senior year in high school, it was with the
plan of remaining the entire year. With difficult new senior studies, catching up was a very
discouraging experience, and when among the new books | had to buy, | encountered a
thick black-covered one labeled Mental Philosophy, and found that my class was ready for
solid geometry when my knowledge of plane geometry was very shaky, | was about ready
to give up. But Mr. Durkee encouraged me to keep on and | did.

It was during that fall that | came to know another teacher, who | desire to mention, Miss
Marie Bacot, niece of the rector of St. Matthew's Episcopal Church. She was very different
from any | had as yet known. Well educated, cultured, vivacious, her French blood
showing here, perhaps, with the manners and speech inflections of the South, she was a
captivating person to me. She had none of the mannerisms that teachers unconsciously
acquire; she had traveled, she was interesting. She had, | think, taught before, although
not in a public school, and | recall how my ire rose when troublesome boys disturbed her
by their conduct. | studied rhetoric under her with great enjoyment and profit.

124

The fall term ended, the holidays were over, and | had just started on my last lap when
father was taken ill, as was also my sister Hannah. The doctor diagnosed the sickness

as varioloid. The family was, of course, quarantined and my schooling was cut off.

The disease was traced to a vacation occurrence. A woman with smallpox in its most
contagious stage had escaped from a Chicago hospital, had arrived at the depot in
Kenosha early in the morning, and there waited for an afternoon train to take her West.
With her head covered by a thick veil, her condition was not detected. My father and sister
were at the depot. The victims of this woman's terrible deed were many, for the germs

of this dread disease in a virulent form were scattered all along the way from Chicago to
Harvard, lllinois. Several deaths resulted, and many were left disfigured for life. Our cases,
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due to vaccination, were very light, and by care in isolating them, no other members of the
family were affected, although rumor had us all in a fatal condition. When, after a lapse of
six weeks or more | was free, it was impossible to catch up in school.

And so it came to pass that | never graduated from the Kenosha high school, never had
a high school diploma, the lack of which proved a real handicap to me. | took another
country school, this time with a second grade certificate. When the time came for the
graduation of my class, | secured a substitute and went to the exercises, which were held
in the old assembly room already described. It was not an especially happy occasion for
me. My good friend and pastor, the Rev. Henry M. Simmons, had then been elected the
superintendent of schools, and gave the commencement address.

The class consisted of five girls. Although five is a small number, | am moved to say in
defense of it that this was the largest class that had graduated from that old school 125
since 1865, the class of ‘67 having had four girls, and that of ‘71, two girls, while in ‘66, ‘68,
‘69, ‘70, ‘72, ‘73, not a boy or girl went on to the end. While the effects of the Civil War are
seen in the first of the years in the above list, it seemed later not to be a popular thing to
graduate. No boys’ names are found after 1863, until 1876, when two appear. This seems
to have been a period of educational depression in Kenosha, the very trough of the sea
following the lofty swell of public sentiment in the decade of the fifties and early sixties.

The names of my classmates who did graduate in 1874 are as follows: Sarah Adamson,
Jennie Tarbell, Fannie Whitaker, Emma Thiers, and Louise Wood. The last two have been
previously mentioned in another connection and they are still living. Sarah Adamson, a
rare student and a zealous soul, joined the Dominican Sisterhood of the Roman Catholic
Church, and for many years was a teacher at Sinsinawa College, where she was known
as Sister Mary George. She became a linguist of superior ability. Occasionally one of her
classmates would get a letter from her. One summer when in that part of Wisconsin, |
called at the college to see her, but learned that she was in Europe pursuing her studies,
a quite regular vacation custom with her. She will be remembered by many as an inspiring
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teacher. Jennie Tarbell became a teacher in Kenosha, married Alfred Curtiss, and died

in 1914, leaving one son. Fannie Whitaker, also a teacher, married Cephas H. Leach,
principal of the Kenosha high school, 1880-1888. He left for Chicago where he served as
principal of several schools in succession, in which service he continued until 1926. His
death occurred in October 1927, and hers in the previous April. They left a grown up family
of two daughters and a son.

126

Mr. Durkee closed his five years of work in Kenosha in 1874, and left the city for another
field. | respect his memory, and have come to realize more clearly his trials.

Thus is brought to a close, after many digressions, the recital of my experiences as a
“scholar” in the Kenosha public schools; but my experience as a learner in these schools,
and through those schools did not stop there.

CHAPTER VI MY FIRST TEACHING EXPERIENCE
Part One

What was stated in the previous chapter about my being obliged to start out at sixteen
years of age to earn my own living was not told for the purpose of eliciting sympathy. |
am glad it so happened. My only regret about this period is that | did not graduate from
the high school and have that valuable piece of paper, a diploma; not to possess it was a
distinct handicap, but after a while the lack of it ceased to bob up and embarrass me.

Burbank, in one of his latest books, says something about the “hardships of youth” with
which | am in perfect accord. He says, “I learned through them, and got experience out
of them, and was made better and stronger and more self-reliant by them;—they were

milestones on my road, and not mill stones around my poor bowed neck at all.”
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My “first milestone” on the long road traveled as a teacher was a country school, then
described as District No. 2, Towns of Paris and Yorkville, a joint district in Kenosha and
Racine counties. On the same site now stands the Jefferson School. As was related in
Chapter V, my professional qualifications for this work consisted of a poor, third grade
certificate the result of an examination held by the county superintendent, Tom Maguire, at
the village of Woodworth in Pleasant Prairie.

One subject named in this certificate was Theory and Practice of Teaching in which |
received a standing of seventy. 128 But | am quite sure of being at that time innocent
of ever having read a book on pedagogy, and doubt very much if the word meant much
to me. The questions in this subject were probably of a very general character, such as
anybody with common sense and with recollections of one or two good teachers, could
have answered. | knew nothing about teachers’ magazines, and had never attended a
teachers’ institute.

No better measure of general educational progress can be found than that resulting from
the comparison of what preparation is required today before a girl is allowed to try to
teach, and what | have just described as my own. My chief qualifications then were those
fundamental ones that now and ever will be needed for success as a teacher: good health,
love of children, ambition to succeed, willingness to work, a small degree, then of what
George Herbert Palmer calls “vicariousness” (ability to put myself in the child's place, and
sense his point of view), and mental honesty,—that is, freedom from pretense of knowing
what | did not know, coupled with the desire to really know,—these creditable chiefly to my
home environment, as fundamental things in character always are. My inheritance from my
father of a sense of humor—"the ability to see others as they fail to see themselves,” has
always been an angel of consolation in this work-a-day world. Teachers especially need it,
for they last longer and their influence is enhanced by it.

How the school was secured for me | do not know, but probably through my father's
acquaintance in that district, since our old Paris home was but four miles from it. The
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school began sometime in April and continued for three months. The salary was twenty-
five dollars a month, a very poor salary, but | was a very poor teacher.

On sunday afternoon preceding the opening day, my father and mother drove me in our
two-seated, one-horse 129 buggy to the home of William Baker, whose son John was the
clerk of the district, and who, with his wife, lived with the father. William Baker was an early
settler, and my parents were acquainted with him and his family.

There was in this household an unfortunate sister, who made a deeper impression on me
than any of the others. She was probably the victim of infantile paralysis—not named then
—which had come upon her in early childhood. She was almost helpless and incapable
of articulate speech. | was deeply affected by the sight of her bent body, bowed head and
twisted neck, and was very conscious of the fixed gaze of her bright appealing eyes.

After a brief visit, the time came for the departure of my parents. | watched the somewhat
difficult feat of getting my crippled father into the buggy, which my mother from long
experience knew just how to do. Then with a unusually brief adieu to me, they drove away.
They probably sensed the condition and knew that | was struggling with an emotional
disturbance which had better not be rendered worse by any demonstration on their part.
With an acute feeling of grief | watched them until they disappeared down the road; then,
knowing that they would turn a corner and go southward, | stood until they re-appeared
beyond a grove of trees, and again | watched them with bursting heart until they finally
passed from my sight beyond a hill. | was experiencing my first homesickness. Realizing
that my watching was being watched, | struggled for control, and as soon as possible,
disappeared from sight within the little parlor bedroom where, | was told, my things had
been put, and there gave vent to my feelings.

When the call to supper came, | responded with appetite completely gone. The invalid
daughter seemed more interested than ever in me, and | discovered one thing that
diverted 130 my thought a little; it was that she did not deserve the dreadful epithet
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attached to her name in the neighborhood, She was not destitute of intelligence, and
evidently understood all that was being said. A dispute over a date having arisen at

the supper table, the question was referred to her, and she uttered a few vocal sounds
unintelligible to me, upon which her father said, “There, | was right, it was March 20" (or
some other special date). As this experience is recalled, | think of that beautiful building
of which Kenosha is today so justly proud—the school for crippled children; and recall
seeing there a child as badly off as was Roxanna Baker. She is being taught to read, and
IS receiving restorative help—thanks to this humane age which recognizes the rights of all
children!

After the lights were lit, Mr. Baker brought out the old school register, a large, flat, black
book, and explained to me how to keep it; a small school bell and a big iron key were also
produced. Then | was told that it would be necessary for me to sign a contract, and the
paper was placed before me. | immediately signed “on the dotted line” pointed out to me.

| timidly raised the question as to where | would live and was somewhat relieved to learn
that it could not be there, even though at the same time it raised a troublesome problem. |
would have to find a boarding place and was told of different people in the district who had
kept the teachers. As | knew none of these, nor where they lived, | retired with an added
reason for wishing | was at home.

It was not necessary to call me the next morning. | put on the pretty, clean, brown and
white striped calico dress designed for this occasion, and had a white apron wrapped in a
paper to take to school with my other school equipment. The clerk kindly loaned me a big
silver watch until | could get a timepiece of my own. | was furnished with a lunch in a tin
dinner pail. The early farm breakfast permitted a prompt 131 start, and before eight o'clock
arrived, | was off on the half-mile walk to the school.

On the way | passed a house on the north side of the road; a woman with several children
was at the gate, and | was surprised to hear her call name. | immediately recognized her
as Sarah, who as a young woman had worked for my mother on the farm. Sarah! whom
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we had all liked for her warm Irish heart, pleasant smile, musical voice, and interesting
stories. | felt better at once. | was no longer totally friendless. When she asked me where
| was going to board, and I replied that | did not know, she evidently detected how I felt,
and said soothingly, “You can come here. We are poor, my husband is sick, and there
are four children; but if you can put up with it all, and want to come, we'll make room for
you, somehow.” | accepted forthwith, and went on somewhat lighter hearted. Sarah was
a member of the Henderson family, North-of-Ireland emigrants, of excellent repute, who
had settled in Paris not far from our old home, The parents with the eldest daughter,
Sarah, and four younger children, Willie, George, Alex, and Johnnie had come to America
the year of the famine, leaving three others to follow later. Mr. Henderson, a very kind,
tender-hearted man, had told my father that he had left not because they were in danger
of starvation, but that he could not bear to see the faces of starving people, and of hungry
children looking through the windows of his cottage when his family were eating. He

died in a year or two, unable to adjust himself to the new life. Sarah had much innate
refinement and was a good woman.

The school building stood close to the road, and was a dirty, forlorn looking place, not
much like the one | had known so well in District No. 5, told about in previous chapters.
When | got to it, | discovered that the doorstep was broken down. There was lacking in me
the poetic insight of 132 Whittier, who saw in such a building “a ragged beggar, sunning”—
although the metaphor is an apt one for what | saw on that April morning in 1872. But |
hoped for something better within. Did not the people of a district always see to it that
cleaning had been done, and that soap and hot water had cleared away the effects of the
winter's usage, and made the room fit for teacher and children?

Not “always,” as | saw as soon as the door, after some urging had yielded, and the interior
of the room was revealed. The sight that met my eyes will never be forgotten. A deserted
old cabin, never again intended to be used as a habitation, could not have been much
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worse than that school room—*"the temple of learning” for the children of Joint District No.
2, Paris and Yorkville!

The first object | saw was a large, oblong box-stove which stood on a raised platform
made of brick laid edgewise, and kept in place by a frame of narrow boards. The boards
extended a little above the brick, and had evidently served as a scraper for men's muddy
boots. Chunks of dried mud bordered the brick platform, and more of it was on the floor all
about. The platform itself was dotted with tobacco quids; another product of the chewing
process had left abundant traces on platform, stove sides, hearth, and floor. Ashes
crowded out of the stove upon the hearth; some sticks of wood and accompanying litter
were on the floor near the stove. Strewn about the room were innumerable pieces of
paper. A thick coat of dust, the accumulation since the winter term had closed two months
or more ago, was over window sills, seats, desks and chair, except that the last named
article had been more recently dusted, as had some of the pupils’ desks, by the clothes of
those who had used them as seats.

133

Before | had fully taken in the situation, one of the older boys arrived and in reply to my
inquiry as to what had happened here, said, “They held the spring caucus here.”

“When?”
“Oh, several weeks ago.”

He did not seem surprised at conditions, and had probably seen the same on previous
opening days. Other children were now arriving happy, eager, bright, all with slates, some
with books—every one ready to begin school.

When | asked if anybody knew where a broom could be found, several dashed to a corner
of the room, where I, for the first time, observed a door opening into small closet. A boy
brought forth what had once been a broom. Had he found there, instead of this object, a
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hoe, it could have been put to effective service. When | said to the children that we could
not begin school until the room was cleaned up a little, everybody wanted to help. Two
boys set to work with the old stub of a broom to clean up around the stove, using an old
geography cover in lieu of a dustpan. Another boy volunteered to borrow a broom and
dustpan from the woman living across the road. A girl said she would run home and get
some dust cloths. Since it was evident that the old wooden pail found in the closet would
not hold water, it was suggested by someone, where a pail could be borrowed, so he and
a companion set forth gleefully to fetch it, with the suggestion added by the teacher to
borrow also a tin cup or dipper. My request to have a windows raised as high as possible
sent several scurrying to the yard to find sticks to prop up the windows. Very soon a draft
was carrying out into the sunlight a cloud of dust arising from a vigorously used broom.
Dusting duly followed, some of the older girls insisting upon helping in this work.

When it was all over, alas for my clean dress and apron, 134 and the heavy braid of hair
hanging below my hat. My hands looked like those of a coal heaver, and my face likewise.
Little mirrors were not then an inseparable part of a young woman's toilet equipment; but

| could judge something of how I looked from the appearance of my most ardent helpers
who had insisted upon keeping in the thickest of the fray. A rather rough acting boy came
up now and said, “Teacher, I'll pour water on your hands.” We went to the back of the
schoolhouse where the rite was performed, the ablution including not only hands but face.
Then turning my back on my helper, | did the only thing | could under the circumstances,
dried my face and hands on an article of feminine apparel not then obsolete or even
obsolescent—my white cotton petticoat.

With my self-respect somewhat restored, | rang the bell with considerable dignity, and
about sixteen boys and girls took their seats. Names and ages were taken down, later to
be transferred to the register with pen and ink. | remember having a peculiar sensation
when a big girl who had kept aloof during the janitorial performance gave her age as
nineteen. She was Sarah Slater and among other things she wanted to study algebra.
Algebra! i had only begun to study it in high school that year. | was a little scared but tried
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not to let her know it. She had brought a textbook, and Oh Joy! it was the one | knew.
Another pupil was a nine-year-old girl named Julia Meyers, daughter of Philip J. Meyers

of that district.1 My predecessor had left no record, and with the help of the various
textbooks brought by the children | made as good a classification as | could. There was
one 1 She is now Mrs. Joseph Meyers of Lincoln, Nebraska, the wife of a prosperous
business man, and the mother of several successful sons and daughters. She writes very
commendable poetry. Recently when visiting relatives in Kenosha, she called on me and
reminded me of the time when | was her teacher. She gave a very interesting account of
her later schooling in a Nebraska dugout, and of herding sheep on a Nebraska prairie. 135
beginner, and at that time this meant starting out with teaching him his A B C's.

This is a true story of my first day as a teacher. When it was over, | wended my way to
Sarah's house, accompanied proudly by three of her children, Esther, Jane, and Willie, two
of whom went gladly to fetch my things from Mr. Baker's. All day | had been too busy to
think of home, but now the cloud settled down upon my spirits. Sarah noticed my dejected
appearance, and wise as she was, knew the cause and asked me to sew up a rip in Jane's
dress, which | gladly did, and felt the restorative effect which occupation brings.

The domestic economy made it necessary for Esther to be my bed-fellow, but this was

not objectionable; she was a well-behaved, interesting child, and besides, what else was
there to do? | could not leave Sarah now, even if another place had offered, after she had
worked all day changing things to accommodate me. She was worried because | did not
eat, but the difference between her food and mother's was not the real cause of my lack
of appetite. At night | felt that | could walk that fourteen miles to Kenosha and that | must
do it. It is pretty hard when emancipation of youth from the home, an absolutely necessary
thing to normal manhood and womanhood, has to be brought about at one fell stroke! in
the morning the sight of Sarah's children and of what was expected of me brought me to
my senses, and | did not run away from duty.
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One day | found a new broom beside the school door. On another day, about the middle
of the forenoon, when everything was moving quietly, and all were intent upon their work,
the door was suddenly pushed open, and an article tossed in upon the floor with a startling
clatter. A rough voice bellowed, “Dares yer doostpon!” and the door slammed before |
could possibly make acknowledgment. 136 | laughed and the children with me. Who he
was | did not know; someone delegated by a member of the board perhaps, to get the
desired article. His manner of delivery suggested impatience at the trouble caused him,
and that he considered the purchase of a dustpan a waste of the district's money when
there was a wide door out of which dust could be swept. These articles were used, and
we soon had a floor which although quite unacquainted with soap and water was, at least,
“broom clean.”

At the end of two weeks, two of my sisters drove from town to take me home “for the
week-end,” but instead of that handy phrase, “for over Saturday” was used. | was very
happy to see them and interested, as we drove along, to learn what had happened during
the past two weeks. When | got home, my mother exclaimed upon her first sight of me,
“What is the matter? Have you been sick?” Rather hollow-eyed and pale, and about ten
pounds lighter than when | left home, my appearance was startling to her. But the worst
discovery had not yet been made. After supper when my experiences were being related,
mother said, “Mary, why do you scratch your head?”

My answer was the very natural one, “Because it itches.”

An investigation of causes was immediately started and more exclamations from mother
were heard. This is what had happened—a grand migratory movement had taken place
from the land of Esther to the newly discovered land of Mary. Entirely satisfied with the
change, the migrating tribes had settled down and had already abundantly prospered.
There was no limiting quota system in operation. That evening the work of extermination
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began, and the following day may engagements with my mother were rather frequent, my
heavy curly hair making the accomplishment of her purpose rather difficult.

137

On Sunday afternoon, as two weeks before, father and mother drove me back to my
school district. | sat alone on the back seat, my face covered by a thick green beige veil,
the chief use of which was not to keep off the dust or even to preserve my complexion, but
rather to conceal my state of mind, in which there was a mingling now of self-pity, caused
by comparison of my experience with the good times my sisters were having in Kenosha.
My parents sensed the situation, and finally mother could stand it no longer, and | heard
her say, “Andrew, | don't think we should take her back. She'll be sick.”

Then father answered quietly, “Kate, that wouldn't do. | know it's hard, but if she gives

up this job, because she is homesick, it will affect her whole life. It is best for her to go
through with it. Besides, Kate, you know that she has already been through the worst of
this spell, and that it will never be quite so bad again.” Then over his shoulder he said,
“Daughter, I've got a surprise for you,” and mother handed me a box in which was a small
silver watch, with a black silk cord attached, ready to put around my neck. This evidence
of father's tender thoughtfulness and the significance of what | had overheard him say to
mother, checked my self-pity, made me ashamed of myself, and helped greatly to restore
my self-control. Let me add that the watch was not my only new acquisition. Among my
clean clothes and other belongings was a fine-tooth comb!

When we arrived at Sarah's, mother found occasion to take her aside for a friendly
interchange on a very timely subject. And it surely was friendly, for mother had said, “Poor
Sarah, with a sick husband and her family of little children trying to run a farm with the help
of one hired man!” One effect of the interview was that Esther was withdrawn from my
company for a few nights. By my faithful performance of what mother directed me to do,

a normal 138 condition finally ensued. But now another more painful experience overtook
me. | began to cut my wisdom teeth. That was an eventful summer, bringing as it did not
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only the experience of cutting my wisdom teeth metaphorically, but also that of cutting four
real ones!

As the days went by, my interest in my work grew and my energy increased. One Monday
morning the children came to school to find the desks, seats, and window sills scrubbed
clean and the window panes admitting more light. But the floor | did not attempt to

scrub, although had | even proposed it in the presence of the pupils, a riot would have
precipitated among the boys eager to help. This had happened when it was suggested that
the school yard should be cleaned up, and the outhouses made a little more decent. Such
willing youngsters, they!

There was one piece of school equipment that defied improvement—the blackboard.

It covered about two-thirds of the rear wall of the room, the remainder of the space
containing a window in front of which was the teacher's desk and chair. This blackboard
began about two feet above a narrow platform and extended to the ceiling. At the top,
which could only be reached by a ladder, there were fully two feet of well preserved
surface; but the lower part was as smooth as a window pane, and about as suitable for
writing purposes, even with very soft chalk. By wetting the chalk, figures and letters could
be made readable, but then there was the aftermath of erasing. A boy whose father was
a carpenter brought some sandpaper one day, and an abrasive surface was created, on
which legible writing and “figuring” could be done. One Saturday, Jim, Sarah's hired man,
took a short ladder to school, and mounting that, | was able to write on that perfectly good
stretch of previously unused blackboard. The result was a permanent exhibit, consisting of
four 139 alphabets, one below another—capitals and small letters in printed form, and the
same in my best script.

| am not going to continue the details of my story throughout that term. | made several
trips to Kenosha, and my family were not always obliged to come after me. Among the
mistakes one is remembered always with keen regret. | punished a boy because | thought
him stubborn, when the real cause of his irresponsiveness was nearsightedness, which
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| afterward discovered. | recall no difficulty with the problem of “keeping order.” Although

| knew little about teaching, the children made some advancement, and we had a rather
happy time together. My nineteen-year-old pupil made satisfactory progress in algebra,
with a wonderfully reciprocal effect upon the teacher, who, being unable to bluff, had to
study to a state of clearness in order to teach her. The same was true of grammar, which
involved difficult back pages, Sarah being desirous of “finishing” this subject. | did the best
| could and “muddled through.”

When the last day finally came in sight, we began making preparations for it. A program
of songs and “pieces to speak” was prepared. When in town for the last time preceding
the close, | had bought some pretty “Reward of Merit” cards, and had prepared for the
anticipated happy occasion another little surprise of candy for each.

On the Thursday afternoon preceding, when rehearsals were in progress, the clerk, Mr.
Baker, entered the schoolroom. He said, “I hear that you are planning on closing school
tomorrow.”

“Yes,” | replied, “this is the twelfth week, and the term is ended.”

“You're mistaken, there are six days more due from you. The contract you signed specified
twenty-two days a month.”

The paper was taken from his pocket and the specification pointed out, which | read for
the first time. | was dumb 140 with amazement, and probably mistaking this for some
other feeling, he said that if | wanted my money I'd have to teach those six days. | reacted
immediately to the sting of this implied insult.

“Of course, | will fulfill the contract, but why didn't you tell me earlier and thus have spared
the children and myself this disappointment?”

He replied, “Why didn't you know? That's your signature!”
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| was silent, and then, knowing that | was effectively squelched, he grew magnanimous
and said, “You may keep school this Saturday and the five days of next week, closing a
week from tomorrow.”

The children dispersed to carry the news home. “Keeping school” was an appropriate
phrase for those six days. Interest and zest were gone. Several of the older boys and girls
had to leave for it was now about the middle of July, and their help was needed at home.
They had done well to come to school as long as they had. About all of the sixteen came
together on the postponed last day and helped in the program as planned, but nothing
could restore the festive spirit that would have animated that other lost “last day of school.

| realize that | was the one chiefly to blame for this unhappy turn of affairs. At the same
time, it seemed to me that a perfectly honest man, knowing my greenness, would have
called my attention to the “twenty-two days.” Out of this experience came a very practical
lesson, which | have passed on to hundreds of young teachers in training; know what a
contract says before you sign it. Burbank was right when he said that the hardships of life
teach us.

A few years ago, | had occasion to examine an old file of the Kenosha Telegraph covering
the early seventies, and there under date of June 13, 1872, | found among a number 141
of district school reports published monthly by the county superintendent, one of my own,
made that summer. | give it here, just to show what items were required as the basis for
judging a school and its teacher—or was there some other reason for publishing these
reports?

District No. 2, Towns of Paris and Yorkville. Whole number enrolled 16, Present 15,
Percent of attendance 88. Number cases of tardiness 21, Number of recitations 9,
Communications 6, Number of days taught this month, 20, Number of visits from Board, 0,
others, 4. Perfect in deportment, Eunice Seymore. [signed] Mary L. Davison, Teacher. V.
V. Barnes, County Superintendent.
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| had known Mr. Barnes as a teacher in the Kenosha high school, but do not recall feeling
at all grieved or slighted because he did not visit my school. That item “communications,”
as you see, was again prominent, as in the high school already described. The teacher's
ability as a disciplinarian was evidently judged by his or her success in repressing the
natural social propensities of the pupils. How absurd for me to have reported that during
twenty school days, a dozen or more bright, active children with the normal urge of social
beings had communicated, that is, openly “whispered,” but six times! | wish that | might
believe that at early stage of my career | was wise enough to notice only disturbing things,
which mere “communications” among pupils may or may not be. But | did have the sense
then and later to stop a custom seemingly quite well established, of a child's raising his
hand, and eagerly exclaiming: “Johnny whispered”—a custom not only with serious ethical
implications not needing to be pointed out, but showing that the real offense was the
whispering and not the disturbance of conditions necessary for study. | have long wished
that some pedagogic relic-hunter would dig up the origin of that idea. It is one that has
always puzzled me since | began to think about the “why's” of existing school customs.

142

About the extreme indifference which existed in that school district, | will say in closing that
it must have been exceptional, although Mrs. Hattie Northway Burgess, whom | quoted

in a previous chapter, and who began her teaching a decade before | did, once told me
when we were swapping stories about early experiences as country school teachers, that
she could match this one of mine, and add a few items to it. However, the remembrance

of our home school district in Paris, and of others, causes me to believe that the prevailing
conditions in Kenosha County were much better than | have described both as to school
property and school administration—although in the former of these conditions | was
destined later, in another town, to find something nearly as bad as that described in District
No. 2, Paris.
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School District No. 2 lacked interested leadership. This prerogative expected to be
exercised by the school board, which in those days was usually composed of native
Americans. When these were indifferent or decadent, or chiefly concerned with the
guestion of cost, the school suffered. There were then no meetings at the county seat,
of all school board members of the county, called by the State Department of Public
Instruction, at which meetings the duties of these district officers were made known, and
desirable improvements discussed by educational leaders of state and county.

The average intelligence and education of the people of District No. 2 was probably not
below that of many other districts. | recall several fine German families. They had not been
brought to a sense of their responsibilities as is being done today, and they trusted too
much to others. Moreover, that was a time when the rights of children were not regarded
as they are today. There was not a farmer of any repute in that district, or of any other
similarly neglected one, who, if obliged by circumstances to find with a neighbor 143
accommodations for some of his young stock—valuable pigs, lambs, calves, or colts
—would have thought of placing them there until the prospective housing place for his
property had been examined, and its suitability in every way determined; but the place
where his children and those of his neighbor would spend six or seven hours a day for

a period of three months received no thought from him. Hence, the filthy, unsanitary,
unattractive old room which | entered on my first day as a country school teacher.

But a new force is operating today which renders less and less possible the old-time
neglect. This is the Association of Parents and Teachers, which is doing a great piece of
educational work by quickening the sense of responsibility in school patrons. Throughout
this organization the significance of a great democratic principle is coming to be realized,
to-wit, that the management of and the conditions existing in any school situation are
never any worse than the people allow them to become; and will never be any better than
the people demand that they shall be. This principle cannot, it seems to me, be reiterated,
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expounded, and illustrated too forcefully. When its application not alone to schools but to
other public institutions is clearly seen, we will move rapidly toward the better day.

| taught two other country school “milestones” in the Burbankian sense, but my new
hardships were comparatively few, and | had learned how to cope with other ones. So the
story of each of these will be brief.

Part Two My “second milestone” and previous interim

| came to this second school in the spring of 1873. | was better prepared for it by a full year
of maturing experience. First in influence stand the excellent high school teachers to 144
whom tribute has already been paid. But out of school | was affected in a helpful way by
other influences which it seems appropriate to mention. One was the inspiring friendship
of my pastor, Rev. Henry M. Simmons of the Unitarian Church, to whose advice and
direction | feel myself immeasurably indebted. One of the enthusiasms of H. M. Simmons
was public libraries, and in this he had the backing of another like-minded man, Zalmon

G. Simmons Sr., one of the founders, in 1865, of the Kenosha Unitarian Church, and the
philanthropic promoter of public movements in general. These two men, although not
united by the ties of blood, as their names might imply, we bound by the ties of strong
friendship and common interest in all progressive causes; both were independent thinkers.

In 1872, Rev. H. M. Simmons having done the selecting of about one thousand books,
and Z. G. Simmons having footed the bills for books and cases, a public library, the first
in Kenosha, was installed in the Unitarian Church. It was open to the public for an hour
on Sunday, at first from twelve to one o'clock, and later before church. It was immediately
patronized by all those who did not consider the movement a desecration of the Sabbath,
and, let me say, some who did so aver were willing to risk damaging the soul of another
by privately engaging some one to draw books for them. This library of the best books of
varied interests attracted many readers, as the old record book now in the custody of the
Kenosha County Historical Society shows. | well remember watching the people come in

Memoirs of Mary D. Bradford http://www.loc.gov/resource/lhbum.04718



Library of Congress

for books; the procession of fashionably dressed ladies especially interested me. H. M.
Simmons left Kenosha in 1879 to take charge of the Unitarian Church in Madison, but the
library continued to be opened as usual for a number of years.

It is not uncommon today for patrons of the beautiful Gilbert M. Simmons Memorial Library
to find a book bearing

REV. HENRY MARTIN SIMMONS Minister of First Unitarian Society of Kenosha
1871-1879. Superintendent of Schools, 1874-1879

145 the old Unitarian Society label, as 927 volumes—what was left of the first library—
were in 1896 donated to a publicly supported public library opened then; and again in 1901
these were transferred and made a part of the greater library named above, the gift of Z.
G. Simmons to the city as a memorial to his eldest son.

But it was for its relation to my education that this historical reminiscence is inserted. The
church library afforded the opportunity to supplement my school work by books on history,
suggested by Mrs. Wheeler, my high school teacher. In fiction she recommended some
of Scott's novels, besides a few others, at the best age for such a cultural undertaking.
Mr. Simmons sometimes helped me select books suited to my understanding, which he
thought profitable reading for me. To my house-bound father this library was a godsend.

Another important educational privilege came to me that winter and is well remembered,
probably because it was a unique experience for me. This was nothing more than a
course of Sunday evening lectures given by Henry M. Simmons in the church. | say
“nothing more” because it expresses what some may think in this day when the air is
ready to render up lectures on all sorts of subjects: strange they may think that special
educational importance should be attached simply to one course. But such lectures were
rare then. It was on astronomy, with special emphasis upon the solar system, and was
illustrated by the use of homemade apparatus and lantern slides. Everything informative,
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broadening, or cultural, is or should be, “grist” to a teacher's mill, and these lectures,
although considerably beyond my full comprehension, were apperceptively valuable.

So this year of my life, including as it did what | learned from the hardships and other
experiences of my “first milestone,” my high school study under unusually inspiring
teachers, and the privileges just described, was for me a 146 period of unprecedented
growth—a period of “awakening”; and | went to my second school with more to give to the
boys and girls of that district, although still seriously lacking in device and method, that is,
in teaching technique.

This second school was at Liberty Corners, Town of Salem. In the re-naming of schools
throughout the country, this old designation has very sensibly been retained. My pay

at Liberty Corners was thirty-five dollars a month. | had been obliged that spring to get
another third grade certificate, but recall nothing about the examination. My next older
sister, Caroline, taught her first school that summer at Salem Centre, two and a half miles
to the north of Liberty Corners—a very convenient arrangement, allowing as it did for
week-end visits back and forth. There were railroad connections to Kenosha at Salem
Station on the Rockford Division.

My induction into my new environment was made easier and pleasanter by the friendly

aid of a Kenosha schoolmate, Ella Stewart, now Mrs. Bliss of Flint, Michigan, whose
family were residents of the district. Her father, David Stewart, engaged in the live stock
business, was well known throughout southeastern Wisconsin. The home under the
efficient management of Mrs. Stewart was noted for its hospitality, in which the teachers of
their school were always included. | went out on Saturday by train and spent my first night
in Salem at the Stewart home. On Sunday we all went to church at the “Corners” where
were located also the schoolhouse and several residences. Liberty Corners was almost a
village.
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While to a certain degree my self-consciousness had been overcome, | was not entirely
at ease among strangers and was quite aware on that Sunday of being “sized up” by the
fathers and mothers of my future pupils, as word was passed along that this was the new
teacher. My own earnings, with

LIBERTY CORNERS SCHOOL HOUSE The second “mile-stone” on my teaching road.

147 the assistance of my home folks in the making, had enabled me to have a new outfit
of clothing. | could not be charged with vanity. There had been instilled into me by my
mother, who came from a long line of Puritan ancestry, a maxim that “pretty is as pretty
does”; but the feeling of being becomingly dressed was decidedly helpful on this occasion;
besides that, it was advantageous for “first impression” purpose.

After church | was introduced to a number of people, among them a Mrs. Robbins, who
was desirous of having me live with her. There was pointed out to me the home of Mrs.
Robbins just across the road, a large, white house in a pleasant setting of trees, with well-
conditioned barns and out-buildings. No danger there from parasitic migrations! The view
of the schoolhouse and its surroundings was also reassuring. | felt myself to be, indeed,
fortunate. | have mentioned all this just by way contrast with what | found in the Town of
Paris the year before. How lucky it was for me that the order of these experiences was
not reversed! In passing | will mention a fact that may be interesting to some readers.
The Robbins’ place is now owned by a Chicago Country Club. The commodious house
become the club house, and an expensively laid out golf course covers this fine old farm.

Transferred from Ella's home to Mrs. Robbins’ little parlor bedroom, and without a touch
of homesickness. | was the next morning ready for work. The children gathered in a
schoolhouse which was as ready as recent thorough cleaning could make it—another
contrast. The room was larger, and the seats ad desks comfortable. | was gladdened by
the sight of a decent dictionary, some maps still on their rollers, a globe, and a reading
chart. There were more pupils than in my first school, and most of them came from
American homes. Of the following names which | recall some suggest that nationality:
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Munson, Kingman, Smith, Brown, Stewart, 148 Robbins, and Cronk. This part of Kenosha
County, like the Plank Road section, had been settled by a better educated, more
prosperous class.

From the Stewart home came Maud, Sam, and a little curly-headed girl nicknamed
“Topsy.” There were Ida and Ada Kingman, identical twins, who seemed to look and act
exactly alike, and whom | could not tell apart until by an agreement with their mother they
wore hair ribbons of different colors. Had pink Ada and blue Ida chosen to exchange

hair ribbons, the joke would never have been detected by me, although their young
schoolmates with keener observation and longer acquaintance would have known it.
They were the children of Michael and Hannah Kingman. Not to be forgotten in this partial
enumeration were several very bright promising children from the Gaggin family of Irish
origin, whose later success fulfilled the promise of their childhood. At the Corners was the
home of Clarence of M. Smith, then a well-known teacher in the county who, going West,
became a prominent and wealthy business man of San Francisco. His younger sisters,
Mary and Nellie, went to my school.

| recall no difficulty with discipline that term, and think | could be credited with an orderly
school, even though there was greater freedom among the pupils than the old standards
might have thought proper. Plain common-sense, everyday obedience had been built

into the conduct of these children by their parents, and they, thee parents, having done
their important part, the school was better able to perform its function, which is primarily
that of teaching and not disciplining—at least not that of laying the foundations of right
conduct. So “hardships” in the direction of keeping order were light in the Liberty Corners
School. The principle, “Order, but not for order's sake alone” was unconsciously beginning
to actuate me.

149

But | did have some hardships that term, not of the physical sort as in the preceding year,
but in carrying out the school program. A state law, passed in 1871, had provided for the
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teaching of the constitution of the United States and of Wisconsin in the common schools
of the state. | knew nothing then about the causes operating to bring this about, but have
interested to find that it was the result of an agitation started by teachers who had been
“boys in blue.” At the first meeting of the State Teachers’ Association after their return from
the Civil War the discussion waxed warm upon political education, and a resolution was
passed declaring that “It is the serious duty of every true teacher to instruct his pupils in
the political history and civil government of our state and nation, so that the people may
preserve their own rights and liberties and have just regard for those of others, and make
the state in fact, as it is in theory, an organization for the highest good of the people.”2
John G. McMynn, one of the “boys in blue,” was then state superitendent, and probably
supported, if he did not help in shaping that fine resolution. The discovery of this bit of
history and its analogy to the interest in education which our present “boys in khaki,” the
American Legion, are evincing, seems to show that experiences in war and contact with
soldiery produce an enlivened sense of the importance of education to national welfare
and security.

2 C. E. Patzer, public Education in Wisconsin (Madison, 1924), 69-70.

It is amusing in the light of later numerous additions to the common school course to

learn that the delay of possibly three or four years in passing a law to accord with the
resolution given above was due to the position taken by the legislature “that the curriculum
was already overcrowded and that to introduce history and civics into the course of study
would result in consuming time which should be devoted to 150 the ‘three R's.””3 Just
when American history became a required subject, | do not know, but it was listed on my
first third grade certificate of 1872. The state, in order to promote the carrying out of this
laudable and important law of 1871, went into the textbook business. Books containing the
constitution of the United States and of Wisconsin were printed by the state printer, and
substantially bound in “half calf.”

3 Ibid., 70
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To every one-room district school in Wisconsin six copies of this book were sent. The
Liberty Corners school had received its quota. There were several boys and girls nearing
the end of their schooling and class in civil government was wanted. What was | to do?
Somehow | had got through the county examination, but was not prepared to handle

this subject. It worried me, but | started in doing the best | knew. | succeeded as well,
probably, as the city-bred girls did with “agriculture’ when it was added to the district
school curriculum. Country school children bore an immense amount of imposition before
public opinion demanded adequate preparation of teachers for that work, and legislation
requiring it was passed. But it is a far cry from the present situation to the remote time
when | essayed to teach civil government in 1873. There was one thing done that | am
sure was right—the “preamble” was committed to memory. But even after such discussion
and elucidation as | was capable of, it was to a greater or lesser degree according to the
capability of the pupil, just “words, words, words,.”

An incident is well remembered in this connection that was not so amusing at the time
as it seemed later. An important visitor was present when the class in civil government
was called. He asked to have the preamble recited, and was told to call on any pupil for
it. A little girl was selected. She began bravely, “We, the people of the United States,
151 in order to form a more perfect Union, establish Justice, ensure,” a pause—uvisitor
sympathetically prompted, “do-do”—further hesitation, further prompting, “mes-mes,”
then, “do-mes.” At this she caught on and exclaimed “domestic tranquillity” (a proud
tongue achievement!). Then she started anew and sprinted toward her goal—"domestic
tranquillity, provide-for-the common defence - promote - the - general - welfare - and -
secure - to - ourselves - posterity-do ordain and establish-this Constitution for the United
States of America.” She, breathless, her adult auditors with very mixed emotions, her
classmates eager to criticise the performance! Their hands were immediately waving
and eyes sought the teacher's face for recognition. But they intuitively saw that for some
reason she was not inviting criticism, and hands came down. Had one of them been
allowed to say what he was just bursting to deliver himself of, it would have been, “She
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left out the words ‘the blessings of liberty.” The little girl got a word and a smile for her
brave performance, and the visitor discreetly asked John to name the departments of

government.

| suppose that the teaching of this important subject is much better handled today when
all teachers must have been trained for their work. Other incidents come to mind, but the
need of curtailing these reminiscences allows for but one more.

This, also, may be called a “hardship.” Mrs. Robbins’ only son, Herbert, a boy of fourteen
or fifteen, was my most advanced pupil in arithmetic. His mother wanted him to “finish”
the textbook, “Robinson’'s Complete.” There were certain topics at the end of the book,
and pages upon pages of miscellaneous problems yet to be studied, and she seemed

to want him to make a thorough job of it. Since most of these topics no longer appear

in arithmetics, and the review problems have a more practical bearing, | will describe

as 152 briefly as possible what | was “up against” in Herbert's case. Having no old
textbook at hand, | must depend for this on my memory. The topics were simple and
compound proportion (not difficult to teach) and mensuration, involution and evolution,
which sound worse than they really were; then came arithmetical and geometrical
progression, permutation, and a queer sort of thing called alligation. Why queer? Well, it
seemed to suggest unethical practices, as for instance, in a problem like this: “How much
water would a grocer [or ‘may’ a grocer] mix with vinegar worth ‘x’ cents a gallon that

he may sell the mixture for ‘y’ cents, [a lower price] and still make a profit of ‘'z’ cents, a
gallon?” Then there were problems about mixing teas of different values. There were rules
for solving such problems.

But the real trouble came with the miscellaneous problems. These were mostly invented
puzzles, which would have no practical value in any life condition that one could conceive.
There was, for example, one about a spherical ball of yarn of given diameter. One-third

of the volume was owned by each of three women, Mrs. A, Mrs. B, and Mrs. C. Mrs. A
had the first chance of unwinding her share, then came Mrs. B, for her share, and Mrs. C
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had what was left—the other third, provided all had gone properly. The problem was to
determine at what point on the radius measured from the surface Mrs. A must stop, to take
no more than her share; a similar question was asked about Mrs. B's handling of this yarn-
merger.

There were many, many additional arithmetical topics of various sorts. | would surely

have lost my reputation with Mrs. Robbins as a teacher qualified for my job, and perhaps
my standing in the district would have been seriously impaired if | had been discovered
lacking in ability to show Bert how to work those problems. And that would surely have
been my fate had not a friend loaned me his key to those 153 problems (please observe
gender of the pronoun). No one ever knew how | worked over them. Mrs. Robbins may
have wondered how the kerosene in my little lamp got so slow; but that “midnight oil” was
burned in no other pursuit than that of qualifying properly for her son's benefit or supposed
benefit.

Early in this part my story | mentioned the fact that Carrie and | exchanged visits at week-
ends. Sometimes we walked the two and a half miles to get to respective destinations.

| am sure that | had a more interesting time when | visited her than she had when she
visited me. She lived at Salem village with the family of Daniel Maynard. He had been

a schoolmate of my mother back in Chautauqua County, New York, and this was an
association that counted towards the home-likeness of the situation for both of us. The
Maynard home was on the west bank of Hooker Lake and near it was the cheese factory
which Mr. Maynard owned and operated. The back porch of the house almost overhung
the lake border, then thick with bullrushes. At the present date its border has receded
considerably which is the fate of all such small bodies of water.

Before our schools closed, it became evident to me that a young man of Salem village,
named Eugene M. Bailey, who had been showing my sister considerable attention,
had deeply engaged her interest. He was the son of Alexander Bailey, an early settler
of Salem, from New York state, an old time teacher and prosperous farmer, who had
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later taken up his residence in the village, and was serving as station agent there for the
Chicago and Northwestern Railway. After that first term of teaching in Salem, my sister's
interest in further schooling or in teaching suddenly waned.

154

In closing | will say that this summer when the date of the “last day of school” was figured
out, made known, and planned for, | was sure it was right.

Part Three Another interim and my “third milestone”

The fall of 1873 found me again in the high school, with the settled purpose of going on
without interruption to graduation. | have previously told how these plans were spoiled by
circumstances beyond my control.

It was during this winter that | had the benefit of another course of lectures that left as
deep an impression as did those on astronomy of the previous winter. These privileges
illustrate what was said in an earlier chapter, that what we do not call education is more
precious that what we call so. This time Rev. Henry M. Simmons gave a series of carefully
prepared lectures on the burning topic of the time, Darwinism. In 1859 Darwin had
published his first noted book, the Origin of Species, in which his discovery of one of

the great laws of nature was made known. Greater than the profound effect of this book
upon scientific thought was that of his second, published in 1871, the Descent of Man. It
was probably the publication of the latter book that occasioned this course of lectures in
Kenosha. A untruthful and mischievous interpretation of the discovery of Darwin as applied
to mankind, on that was readily caught up by the ignorant and those willing to let others do
their thinking, was being spread by those who feared its damaging effect upon what they
regarded as fundamental in religion. Mr. Simmons desired by his lectures to help correct
this misunderstanding and as fully as possible to let people know what Darwinism really
meant.

155
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It has been said that the Descent of Man shook the world like an earthquake. This is an
appropriate smile to express the effect upon the Kenosha of H.M. Simmons’ lectures in
the winter of 1873-74 in the Unitarian Church. Every pulpit in the city assailed him and

his supporters. In an old Kenosha newspaper | once found a sermon preached at that
time from a local pulpit. Congregations were warned against the dangerous heresy, and it
surely did not add to one's popularity to be identified with it, as | well remember. But how |
rejoice now that this came into my experience!

Although | make no pretense to having gained through these lectures anything like a
comprehensive idea of the scientific principles of evolution advanced by Darwin, which are
now universally accepted by biologist and all thinking laymen, it has meant much to me to
have been introduced to this thought at an early age—to have been at least exposed to it,
and to have caught enough of it to escape having a closed mind on this whole subject, and
in having a well-established interest for further study along that line in later life. We know
it to be true that adolescence or early maturity is the best time to fix ideas, and that with
the overwhelming majority of persons ideas are fixed then, whether passed on to them by
parents or teachers, or gained by casual contact with the minds of their fellows. | am glad
to have known all through years that Darwin never taught that man descended from the
monkey any more than he taught that the dog descended from, instead of with the wolf
(that is, in accordance, with the same laws) from a remote common ancestor, or that the
cat descended from instead of with the tiger or other members of the cat family, from a
remote common ancestor. | feel that it has been no small advantage to me, to have been
helped in my youth to think straight on this much disputed question. Was my character

in any way 156 affected by it? Surely it was, but not in a damaging way, unless open-
mindedness to truth is an undesirable trait of character.

Right here, before resuming the theme of my early country school teaching, | am going
to take my readers in thought ahead of 1925—a little more than a half century after
the experiences of my youth just related, when again the theory of evolution rose up to
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engage my attention and, this time, to arouse feelings with patriotic implications. | beg the
indulgence of my readers, while as briefly as possible, I tell about it.

That summer | was in Edinburgh, Scotland, to attend the First Biennial meeting of the
World Federation of Educational Associations. | arrived there at the end of a world cruise
that had for five months cut me off from news of current happenings in America. On the
first evening of that convention, before a great audience composed of delegates from
every civilized nation on the face of the earth and having in it a large contingent of Scotch
and English, | heard a noted speaker say, “We will still believe that the law of evolution
operates here, notwithstanding the decision of Tennessee,”—and that great audience
laughed aloud! What did it mean? The next morning my eye caught this heading in the
Scotsman, the leading paper of Edinburgh: “Monkey Trial, Dayton, Tennessee.” | appealed
to American friends just arrived, and got details of the Scopes case. Morning after morning
we saw reports similarly headed which were being read by Presbyterian Scotland with very
evident amusement. Several allusions by speakers to Dayton, Tennessee, always with the
same effect upon their audience, were heard during the meeting. This “rubbing in” of the
news about the doings at the Scopes trial began to develop a different reaction with some
of us.

157

From Edinburgh, in company with Katherine D. Blake of New York City, | went to Oxford to
see this famous educational center. Some very interesting courses that seemed adapted
to my degree of understanding were offered that summer, one of which was by Gilbert
Murray on the Greek drama. So to sight-seeing was added this other purpose. In pursuit
of the Murray course | happened to run upon another on “The Bible and Modern Thought”
by W. B. Selbie, principal of Mansfield College, an orthodox institution of Oxford. What
was being said there also captured my interest. In one of his lectures Dr. Selbie alluded to
traces of primitive religion in the church today and said that this persistence of ancestral
traces was greater in America than in England. “The soil of America,” he said “seems to
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foster that sort of thing, as was recently shown by the Scopes trial in Dayton, Tennessee.”
Here it was again, and again my resentment rose!

We know that among foreign people, visited as they are today by multitudes of American
travelers, the act of one of these travelers may cause a million of his fellow countrymen to
be misjudged; and here was an instance of our country being judged as to its educational
advancement by a condition of thought known to exist in only a small section of it. It
disturbed me, and further, | deplored the failure of education in our country during the
passage of sixty years to remove in some measure at least the ignorance and the bigotry,
which when played upon by an eloquent political leader, with this streak of religious
fanaticism in him, had caused all this trouble, and had influenced the legislation that
restricted the rights of youth to know scientific truth. Perhaps | took too seriously this
English criticism. When one morning | expressed to an English woman sitting next me my
feeling about it, she smiled and replied, “ Well, we know you had a 158 Phillips Brooks.”
The suggestiveness of this was somewhat palliative.

Out of the entire experience came an expansion and a deepening of my appreciation of
the opportunities of my youth which have been related here, and which by association
were the reasons for this digression. Now comes a return to my regular theme.

Since the previous summer | had stepped up a little in my professional qualifications and
now possessed a second grade certificate, good for two years. This | had obtained after
an examination in which | remember to have seen for the first time James Cavanaugh, of
Kenosha County, then a teacher who was assisting in the examinations. Mr. Cavanaugh
left teaching to study law and for many years practiced in Kenosha, where he was
prominent in the civic life of the community.

Still using my opening Burbank quotation, | proceed to say that my “third milestone” was
the school at Salem Centre, taught in the summer of 1874. My sister Carrie, who had
taught here the summer before, had married Eugene Bailey the November following and
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was settled in her home on the Bailey homestead to the north of the village. It was planned
that | would live with her. The schoolhouse was three quarters of a mile to the south. It
was just a nice walk when the road was good, but after a rain rather bad in a spots. In
one of these, where the road run through a swampy place, | was obliged sometimes to
take the board fence to get across. By standing on the lower board and clinging to the
top one, | side stepped along until past the wet place. Rubber boots would have helped
greatly. Not long ago when riding along that same road, | met a group of children and
their teacher walking homeward to the village along the side of a good cement road. Of
course it reminded me of long ago, 159 and furnished evidence of a school benefit which
the automobile has brought to us. The old one-room schoolhouse | had known had been
replaced by a fine, graded school building.

But fifty-seven years ago, what did | find there? A schoolhouse that must have been
of about the same vintage as the one already described in District No. 2, Paris. It had,
however, been cleaned. Here is what | said about it, twenty years after. | find this in

a clipping from a Kenosha newspaper reporting in full a talk or essay read by me at a
Farmers’ Institute held at Salem in 1893:

The first Salem Centre audience | ever addressed consisted of some twenty bright boys
and girls of various ages in that little old schoolhouse to the south. | well remember those
pupils, and that old schoolhouse, with its dingy, cracked walls, out desks and worn floor
—so worn that when the good old minister visited my school, | failed to find four places

in it where the four legs of his chair could stably rest, with consequences somewhat
embarrassing to me, exciting for the children, and disturbing to his dignity.

The school had some usable equipment, a dictionary, maps, and so on, but there was
one piece of expensive equipment which could very well have been dispensed with. It
was a set of beautiful black walnut blocks illustrating the process of extracting cube root.
This was the first time, but by no means the last, when | have found in country or in other
schools, evidence of good salesmanship. Someone had made clear to the school official
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or officials some arithmetical or other notion never perhaps understood by them before,
and this had made such an impression that they were an easy mark for the salesman;

or he had convinced them that this thing was needed by this school and as usual, a
teacher had not been conferred with. A big price had been paid out of the public funds

for an almost useless piece of apparatus, one that could benefit but very few, when the
expenditure of the same amount for well-selected, adapted books would have been to the
whole school as water to a desert place.

160

Those pupils are not recalled today with the clearness | professed in the speech quoted,
but the names of some of them have stayed by. My oldest and largest pupil was Mary
Curtis, agreeable, kind, and exercising a helpful influence in the school. She was one

of the unfortunate victims of that terrible smallpox epidemic, spread in the way | have
previously related—the same that affected somewhat the course of my own life. Another
victim was Alexander Bailey, already mentioned, who suffered a serious illness. Mary was
keenly sensitive to the disfigurement of face, which she had suffered; but her interesting
personality soon caused all that to be forgotten by those who knew her. She married,
and one of her sons is a business man and valued citizen of Kenosha today. It was a
pleasure to me to help all | could with her studies. Her pretty, blond little sister Grace, is
also remembered, and by the law of opposites in association, there comes to mind a little
black-eyed, dark-complexioned boy, named Homer Hollister.

These and others were from old Salem families. But there were several pupils who came
from a newly-arrived family of different extraction and of very different history—a history
involving varied experiences in distant lands. The head of this family was Christopher
Browne. The children were Christopher, Della, William, Sarah, and John, and all but the
first named attended my school. The name was pronounced in two syllables—“Browne-
e,” to distinguish this family from the Yankee “Browns” in that vicinity. Both parents were
well educated and their refined speech and manners indicated social experiences of a
very different sort from that afforded by a western country neighborhood. Mrs. Browne
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was an accomplished musician. They were of Irish origin, and had lived in Australia, where
the children were born, and where, it was said, a fortune had been made and lost. Finally
coming to America, Mr. Browne had been inveigled 161 by someone into buying a poor,
old, worn-out place, with dilapidated and farm buildings; a place where an experienced
American farmer could scarcely have made a living. It was known in Salem as the Dale
place. But this “ill wind” blew much good to hundreds of boys and girls, and young men
and women in Salem and in other townships. Mrs. Browne, to help support the family,
began to give music lessons. Her fame spread, and driving her own horse and buggy, she
went day after day, and year after year upon her mission of spreading right ideals of piano
and organ practice, and of improved musical taste among the country folk of Kenosha
County. No county history that | can find says anything about this interesting woman,

and this “frail memorial” is contributed with the purpose and the hope or perpetuating her
memory.

My troubles must have been few in passing this milestone of my teaching road, and what
there were could not be called hardships. | was coming to love teaching. There seems

to be but one thing more to tell about: the celebration at the close of the term. Just how

it was carried out in the little room | do not know; but we had a play, with a raised stage
and a curtain! The name and character of the play are forgotten, but not the thrilling it
had for the performers. As was customary, the pupils on that “last day” all came in the
morning dressed in their very best. That of itself was a distracting show. In the afternoon,
visitors came until the room was crowded. The program included not only the dramatic
performance, but singing and “speaking pieces,” and no one was left out of it.

After it was all over, there happened something very thrilling, especially to the children.
For several days | had been conscious of much suppressed excitement, and secret
whisperings. This afternoon | felt that “something was in the air.” Wise smiles were being
exchanged that plainly said, 162 “We know something, don't we?” A plot of some sort
was brewing. When | arose at the end of the program for some final remarks, the great
dénouement of this important, mysterious plotting came. All eyes were centered on a girl,
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who rose and came forward bearing an object concealed under paper. She rattled off a
little formal, carefully coached speech, and then with both hands thrust the object towards
me. It was an album! | trust that my words of acceptance did justice to the lovely act of
those children and their parents.

But | was not quite through. It was proposed by one of the visitors that the show be
repeated on Saturday evening so that the men folks could attend. | recall a very busy
Saturday, adding new features to the program, and borrowing kerosene lamps. Such was
the dearth of entertainment of any sort in the country that this poor little school exhibition
brought a crowd.

A city grade occupied me next, and since it was distinctly different in several ways from my
country schools, it appropriately begins the next chapter.

CHAPTER VII IN THE KENOSHA PUBLIC SCHOOLS

My next teaching venture was in the third grade in the “new building” of the Kenosha public
schools in the year 1874-75.

Just to know what the school situation was at that time, | examined again the old record
for the names of those serving on the school board in 1874. The list found impressed me
deeply. It included several of the most prominent citizens, who thus evinced their interest
in the public schools and their willingness to sacrifice time and energy for them.

From the first ward were Emory L. Grant and Frederick Robinson; from the second (North
Side) John Meyers and Conrad Muentzenberger; from the third, Henry M. Rogers and
Volney French; from the fourth (also North Side) Gurdin Gillett and Nathan R. Allen.

Mr. Grant was a member of the class of 1861, Kenosha high school and attended Ann
Arbor University. He was always an active friend of the public schools. Mr. Robinson was
the leading druggist of the city. Volney French was a practicing attorney for many years
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during the early history of Kenosha, and was judge of the Probate Court at the time of his
death in 1881. Mr. Allen was the head of a tannery business that afterward developed
into a dominant industry of Kenosha. Mr. French was the president of the board in 1874,
and the man elected by this board to serve as superintendent of schools was Henry M.
Simmons. Mr. Grant was chairman of the teachers’ committee. It was a fortunate thing to
begin one's teaching under such favorable official auspices.

164

There was a new principal in the high school, George Bannon. He succeeded H. O.
Durkee, who had served five years. Mr. Bannon was principal for two years, 1874-76, and
then went to Chicago, where he held for many years (until his death) the principalship of
one of the large schools.

According to the old custom, the examination of all the teachers in the old force had to be
gone through with every year. At the same time new candidates were examined for any
vacancy that had developed.

The election of teachers was very late that year. There are evidences that the board

was being stirred by the idea of improving the teaching force, for at a meeting in July
they resolved as follows: “That in order to insure that the best teachers for these rooms
(higher intermediate grades) we allow any teacher engaged in the school to complete

at an examination to be held the week before the fall term commences,” the late day
being set, probably to allow teachers time to prepare for the ordeal. Late in August it was
reported by the superintendent that these teachers “did not choose to complete” for the
rooms designated—a use of the verb “choose” that considerably antedated it use under
somewhat analogous, but more famous circumstances.

Although the board had voted to begin school Monday, September 7, it was not until
the Saturday before that the annual examination of teachers was held. By that time a
vacancy in a primary grade had developed, and | became one of the candidates for the
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place. It could not have been a very thorough examination, for it was all over by noon. At
a special meeting of the board that same Saturday evening, the report was made by the
committee on teachers. My standing in the examination warranted appointing me to the
school already mentioned, the salary for which was $300. With only Sunday intervening
before the opening day, there 165 was no time for any special preparation, but there were
three terms of school teaching in the country to draw upon, and | approached my new
work with considerable confidence. But alas!

According to the usual standards in city school systems then, that third grade of forty
pupils or thereabout, was not large, probably considerably under the average in size; but in
comparison with my previous experience, it was huge. Besides that, | had yet to learn that
there are found among city-bred boys a species quite different from those | had dealt with
in my country schools.

Since this third grade seems to illustrate well the very mixed constituency often found

in that most democratic of our institutions, the public school, and since it also illustrates
the potentialities existing among children in such an ordinary situation, | will, for the two
reasons just stated, tell about a few of the children that | remember in that primary grade.

Psychologists say that it is the emotional accompaniment of an experience that determines
the readiness and clearness of its recall—a fact that any one can verify by only a casual
introspection, and one that | am now verifying. The “emotional accompaniment” aroused

in me by experiences with those pupils varied from those caused by the most troublesome
ones to those caused by the best of my flock—from worry and discouragement on the one
hand, to pleasure and hope on the other. | will take the worrisome ones first.

| had several boys from what modern social workers would call a “gang.” They came
from “The Patch,” a section of the city across the railroad tracks, inhabited chiefly by Irish
families of different grades of social status and repute.
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In that vicinity was the house in which had lived a man distinguished as being the only
person who was ever hung in Wisconsin. One of the effects of this horrible public event
166 was the law abolishing capital punishment in our state. His name was McCaffrey,

and his offense was the murder of his wife. “The Patch” was regarded as a rather tough
neighborhood, and coming from it was Frank Maginty, emulating and probably at that
early age imitating, gang leadership. To him, teachers were natural enemies and school

a hateful place, a waste of precious playtime. Another with less troublesome qualities,
who evidently came from a better home, and was a follower rather than a leader, was
Dennis Mclntyre, called “Dinny” by his fellows. He was a younger member of a family, all
the boys of which took to some form of show business—the stage or the circus. One older
brother, in the well-known combination of “Mcintyre and Heath,” attained national fame in
vaudeville, and when last heard from was living on Long Island, where successful actors
go to enjoy their acquired fortunes. Dennis would probably have followed the same line as
his brothers had he lived to grow up. As a primary pupil, he showed incipient talent in the
way of entertaining, but had very poor judgment, so the teacher thought, as to choice of
occasion for his performances. There were others of the same sort, and Principal Bannon
of the high school, who also had some supervisory duties, anticipating trouble for me,
brought me a cruel looking whip, which article at that time was considered a necessary
part of a teaching equipment. It reposed in the drawer of my desk, and although it was not
used, it may have exercised an influence.

The truth of my statement about mixed constituency is carried out by mention of another
member of that third grade, a rather trival mention, but excusable, | trust, since it illustrates
another phase of the “emotional accompaniment” idea. Moreover, it recalls an item in the
social history of the city. There were in Kenosha at that time two colored families, one
living in the down-town region, and the other in 167 the western outskirts, in the vicinity of
what is now Twenty-second Avenue, then open country. Each family had many children.
The former one honored prominent men and women in Kenosha by naming after them
successive additions to its numbers. The latter, surnamed Smith, followed the practice of
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selecting even more distinguished names, favoring none save those of persons of national
or even world renown. From the Smith family a little boy named Alex, very black, very cute,
and quite popular because of his uniqueness, came to my third grade. Well do | recall this
very humorous incident. The children at the blackboard were directed on one occasion to
write their full names instead of only the given names, at the top of the space allotted to
them. Alex, seizing upon this opportunity, began with bold, straggling letters, to follow my
directions. He soon got to the limit of his space; objections arose to his trespass on the
rights of others, and Frank, whose territory he had invaded, assumed a belligerent attitude;
but at my suggestion that this time we just let Alex go on, the objectors fell back and
became like myself interested spectators. His tongue codperating with his hand, the chalk
moved ahead irresistably, space line after space line falling down before it, until stretching
along the blackboard there stood revealed to the admiring gaze of his classmates, his full
name, “Alexander the Great Bird Smith.” After that “A. B. Smith” was accepted as sufficient
for all practical purposes.

In contrast with Alex, | will name next a beautiful little boy from a wealthy home, whose
parents had moved to Kenosha from a large city. Johnnie had had kindergarten training,
and had been used to considerably more freedom than was customary then in an orderly
primary grade of a public school; but he was amenable to private suggestion, and we got
on well. He was picked upon considerably because of his small size and his attractive
clothes, but he astonished his 168 classmates and won their respect by outdoing them in
reading and spelling. He was a promising boy. It is always a cause of regret to a teacher
when manhood does not fulfill the promise of the childhood she knew and loved; and she
wonders how and wherein environment operated to spoil the seemingly fine heredity.
Would have turned out differently, and have made the serviceable contribution to the work
of the world of which he seemed capable, if circumstances had not brought to him money,
without the need of working for it?

But the gamut of emotional association which | mentioned—including, as it does, those
that were pleasant, brings to mind several children of a different sort from any named
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thus far, and these illustrate potentiality fulfilled . In my group was a girl and her younger
brother from one of the best families in the district. | recall the tender solicitude of the sister
for her timid little brother—just the same that she as Mrs. Emmett Wilson of Oshkosh gave
her own boys and is now giving to her grandchildren—a genuine mother always. Their
home had not failed in laying the foundation in these children for right school citizenship.
By their ready compliance with regulations, they helped counterbalance the effect upon
the school of those children whose homes had not given them the right start. Had there
come to their honest, outspoken father the need, as it once came to Dallas Lore Sharp, of
defending his sending these carefully reared children to a public school, his reply would
undoubtedly have conveyed the purport of Mr. Sharp's reply: “My children may not need
the public school, but the public school needs my children.” George D. Head believed

in the public school, as was demonstrated also, by his nine years of membership on the
Kenosha school board between 1879 and 1895.

Little | thought then, that that boy, Eugene Head, grow to useful successful manhood,
would render me invaluable 169 assistance in a cause for which | was then struggling
against serious odds. This he did by allowing me free use of the Kenosha newspaper,
whose policies he was directing, for getting across to the public the plans and purposes
hoped for and followed in the administration of their schools. Without this aid in the
creating of public opinion, those purpose could not have succeeded.

One more “potentiality” | will tell about, one of the greatest as to services rendered that it
was ever my privilege to influence as a teacher. There was among those children a boy
remembered for being a good little school citizen like those just named. We called him
Charlie. His father was a captain on the Great Lakes, Captain Robert Symmonds. | feel
honored to be able to give here this brief account of the career of Charles J. Symmonds.
Having graduated from West Point, he had charge of different army posts, two of them
being Fort Bliss and Fort Riley. He also served in the Philippines for a time. It was in the
World War that he won highest renown.
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| have at hand some leaves out of the Quarter Masters’ Review. They contain an article
headed “Gievres, the Largest General Storage Depot in France.” It is a report of absorbing
interest by C. J. Symmonds, Colonel General Staff. An editorial comment accompanying

it says: “During all those busy, trying days, before the Armistice brought some surcease
from care and labor, Headquarters S. O. S. came to recognize the slogan, ‘Gievres

Never Failed!” Such commendation was sufficient reward for the 80,000 officers and men
who served there at one time or another. Here is the story of Gieévres. It is set down by
Colonel Symmonds, who so efficiently commanded the vast storage depot from February
14,1918 to July 1, 1919.”

Those who followed General Pershing's account of his “Experiences in the World War,”
which appeared recently 170 in serial form in different newspapers, may have noticed

in one of the January 1931 installment, and again in February, mention of the efficiency
of the operations of this great supply depot. General Pershing says of an early stage of

its operations: “Gieevres, which lies 100 miles directly south of Paris, became the site

of our principal supply depot in France. Under Col. C. J. Symmonds’ able and energetic
directions, construction to cover an area of twelve square miles was going forward with

all possible speed.” Farther on, General Pershing gives an illustration of the celerity and
success with which the system managed by Colonel Symmonds operated, after everything
in the depot was in full swing. After giving the details of the filling between 8:15 a.m. and
6:15 p.m. of a “colossal requisition which required 457 cars for transport,” and getting it on
its way to the front, General Pershing says: “No other place gave such an impression of
the tremendous task of supplying our armies and the perfection of organization necessary
to do it efficiently.”

A French officer, Colonel de Chambrun, thus pays tribute to the achievement directed by
Colonel Symmonds: “Of all these installations in the Intermediate Sector, of all those that
have been established by any army at any time and at any place in the course of the war,
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the most important from every point of view was the General Intermediate Storage Depot
at Gievres.” One can hardly conceive of a stronger statement of commendation!

And this man was the “Charlie” of the incongruous bunch | am describing. A primary
teacher never knows in what tremendous undertakings some boy may put to use the
simple facts of numbers which she teaches him!

After the war he was promoted to the position of brigadier general. At the ninth Armistice
Day Celebration on November 11, 1927, he was the recipient of as great honors as
Kenosha could extend him, and at the time of that visit 171 to his native city, where a
brother, Attorney Frank S. Symmonds, and sister, Miss Elizabeth, reside, he remembered
his old teacher and called upon her. She was proud to recall that she had taught him not
only in the third grade, but in the high school, where he had arrived by progressive stages
about the time that she, after a period of serious experience in the School of Life, had
resumed her teaching.

In the low-voiced, modest man it was difficult to realize that he was a military officer, had
commanded thousands of men, and had made such a great, such a vital contribution to
the winning of the World War. | felt myself to be in the presence of a personality whom
soldiers would love and respect and delight in obeying.

The relief of Brigadier General Charles J. Symmonds from active service took effect
October 22, 1930.

After these reminiscences and associated history of my pupils, what do | remember about
the educational material afforded them through the course of study? There was the usual
emphasis on the “three R's”; and besides these, geography was stressed in a way that

has long been abandoned for children of that age. | remember distinctly the achievement
of this third grade in locational geography during the fall term. On a map of the world—

Mercator projection, they could point out the great natural features of the continents when
called for by the teacher, and name them as she pointed them out. They seemed to revel
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in such names as Yenisei, Yangtse Kiang, Himalaya, Mediterranean. They were avid to
learn, and the finding and naming of places on the map was an interesting performance.

| was very proud of the skill the class displayed in this work, and so when the
superintendent of schools called upon me, | showed them off. At the end of the session
this kind friend and wise teacher talked to me about my work and 172 about that
geography class. The purport of the talk was this: that the knowledge of the names of the
rivers and mountains of Asia will not be of much use to these children. Those things are
far away: and there is right at hand so much to observe and know about, which will really
enrich their lives. They will never see the Yenisei River in Siberia, but in the heavens every
clear night shines the Big Dipper, with its “pointers’ directing one to the North Star. Do they
know the simple facts about clouds, rain, dew, frost, snow? Do these children know the
beauty of snowflakes? Then in the spring will appear growing things, plants, leaves, and
flowers. They should be interested in these.

He handed me a book, which would be my textbook in a new study to take place of
geography. Here was suddenly opened up to me a new field, and | joyfully began work in
it. How useful to me now was the knowledged and experience gained as a country child!
This innovation, this disturbance of the order that had been in unquestioned operation for
many many years, was not received by all teachers with feelings of joy.

The school board was back of it, and they had taken the following action, under date of
September 1, 1874:

The superintendent stated that he wished to make some changes in the Course of Study
in the lower rooms, so that children would not be required to study geography to such
tedious and useless extent, but might learn more of themselves, and of the animal and
vegetable life and common phenomena about them; that he wished to introduce into the
lower rooms come primary textbooks on science and a course of drawing.
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Moved by Commissioner Robinson that the subject of textbooks he referred to the
president of the board and the superintendent with power to act. The motion was amended
by Com. Rogers so that the principal of the high school was added to the committee, and
then carried.

It was later on in life that | came to appreciate the full significance of this action. It was a
distinct break with tradition! There was in it the recognition of that important principal 173
that the natural interests of children should be consulted and should influence the laying
down of a course of study, that the course should be fitted to the child, and not the child to
the course; it was in accord with “present use” theory rather than the “future use” theory of
instruction.

Some significant effects of the new course are clearly remembered. After the study in the
spring of sprouting seeds (a previously unheard of school activity), there came the study of
leaves. And here is where the interest of my Frank and Dinnie became especially involved.
“Oh, teacher, see here, we found a leaf with a crenate edge!” or “a leaf with stipules!” and
the family almanac would be opened up to display their collection pressed between its
pages. They ranged the woods and fields with a motive other than that of finding birds’
nests to rob and snakes to kill. There was much free-hand drawing of leaves by the
children, and at the top of the blackboard in a carefully ruled off space, were drawings of
leaf parts, of margins, venations, and other characteristics, all properly labeled, as they
were successively introduced. Perhaps the technical names were more in evidence than
may be approved today for such young children, but | have a notion that if more names
were taught today of specific characteristics of plants, and names of plants themselves,

of trees, shrubs, and flowers, children's minds would feel no strain, and their pleasure in
nature study would suffer no decrease.

This had been a year of growth for me. | was rehired at a salary of $325. But a new
purpose had come into my mind. | began to hear of the Oshkosh Normal School, which
then had completed the fourth year of its history. Several Kenosha County teachers had
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attended that school. Among them was a young man who was our next door neighbor

on the west side in Kenosha. In vacation time he told me much about the teachers, the
studies, and the students there, and 174 my interest grew. | had saved $200 during the
year of my teaching in kenosha. When | broached to my parents the proposition of using
that money to go to the Oshkosh Normal School, there was opposition. They had a perfect
right to feel as they did, since | had that much money because they had charged me little
or nothing for my living. My father's views were implied in one his parable-like stories, a
characteristic practice with him. This story relates to a man known as a healthy, successful
worker. His neighbor one day was surprised to learn of this man's iliness, and when he
went to see him and inquired the cause of the trouble, the sick man replied to the neighbor
thus: “I was well, but | wanted to be better; | took some pills, and here | am!” But | was sure
father's story would not be found to fit my case. Even my good friend, pastor, and erstwhile
supervisor, H. M. Simmons, could hardly see why | should want to go. But when they all
realized that | was quite determined, opposition ceased, and preparations were made for
my leaving home for this new adventure in education.

My next chapter will tell of the Oshkosh Normal School as | found it in 1875-76.
CHAPTER VIII A YEAR IN THE OSHKOSH NORMAL SCHOOL

When the Oshkosh Normal School opened one morning early in September, 1875, for its
fifth year, | was there.

In this latest “adventure in education,” or for education, there had already come to me
several new experiences—these new experiences and many others to follow, constituting,
as they always do, thee “adventure.” The railroad trip of one hundred and fifteen miles
from kenosha to Oshkosh was the longest journey of any sort that | had ever taken.
Arriving the previous evening, | had written my name in a hotel register for the first time; |
had spent my first night in a hotel; | had eaten my breakfast in a large dining room which
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had been entered with uncertainty. Breakfast over, | started out to find the normal school,
walking west, or westerly, on Algoma Street, as directed.

Right here, let me say, that | was then and am still doubtful about directions in Oshkosh.
The roads in Kenosha County and the streets of Kenosha, almost without exception, are
laid out on north and south, or east and west lines, in accord with the original government
survey. Having been brought up on such “cardinal principles” it was difficult to orient
myself in a city planned “on the bias.” It is still with considerable hesitancy that | mention
directions in Oshkosh; “westerly” or “easterly” is the nearest | can come to it.

It was near the end of my walk that a man stepped up beside me and asked if | were going
to the normal school. A glance showed me that this middle-aged man was Robert Graham,
whom | had seen before, and of whose work in 176 Kenosha County | had often heard. He
did not know me, but when he learned that | was from Kenosha, inquiries followed about
people and affairs that put me quite at ease and changed my attitude of mind towards him.
| had heard accounts of his austerity, of his severe discipline as a teacher, and of his use
of cutting sarcasm in classes and in institutes.

Upon entering thee building, he took me directly to President George S. Albee, who also
seemed glad to know that | was from Kenosha. To him | presented my credentials. A
printed form was used by superintendents in nominating candidates for admission to state
normal schools. | preserved this interesting old paper, the autograph;h signature of which
is especially valued. It reads: “I nominate the bearer, Miss